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Lowest Price- Easiest Terms 

Ever Offered 

HERE'S your chance to own that brand new Genuine 
Model 3 Corona you've wanted — on the easiest 
terms ever offered- at LOWEST PRICE ever 
offered. Complete in every detail; back spacer, etc. Manufac- 
turer's Guarantee. Recognized the world over as the finest, 
strongest, sturdiest portable built 

{ uours Tor 10 DAYS FREE 

/ — ' Only a limited number of these splendid machines available. 
To get one, you must act now! Experience the joy this personal writing 
portable typewriter can give you! Use it ten days free! See how easy it is 
to run and the splendidly typed letters it turns out. Ideal for the office 
desk, home, traveling. Small, compact, light, convenient. Don't send out 
letters, manuscripts, reports, bills in poor handwriting when you can have 
this Corona at such a low price on r _. ........... 




such easy terms. Remember these 
are brand new machines right out of 
the Corona factory. 

Carrying Case FREE 

// You Act Now! 

Leatheroid carrying case, oiler, instructions 
free on this offer. Send no money— just the coupon. Without de- 
lay or red tape we will stnd you the Corona. Try it 10 days. If 
you decide to keep it, send us only $2 — then $3 a month until our 
special pi ice of $39.90 is paid. Now is the time to buy. This offer 
may never be repeated. 



Save Money— u— no* coupon 

Smith Typewriter Sales Corp., (Corona DiWdon) 
469 E. Ohio St., Chicago, 111. Dept. 91 

Ship dm the Corona, F. O. B. Chicago. On arrfral I'll deposit ti wttb 
ex pre. agent. If I keep the machine. I'll asnd you 13 a month antll toe 
$37.90 balance of S39.90 price is paid; the title to remain with you until 
then. 1 am to have 10 dayi to try the typewriter. If I decide not to 
keep it. I will repack and return to expreea agent, who will return my 
12. You are to give your ■tandard guarantee. 



No 
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Are You Caught Behind the 

Bars of a "SmalUTime" Job? 



Why be satisfied with a "small-time" job at low 
pay? Why grind along at tiresome, uninteresting 
work with longhours and no future? Why takeorders 
all your life from every Tom, Dick, and Harry who 
happens to be your boss? 

Right now— this very minute— you hold the key to 
REAL SUCCESS in your band. Hundreds of other 



men before you have read of COYNE just as you are 
doing now— and are making $50 — $75 — $150 a week as 
a result. This is your BIG CHANCE to got friendly 
help and practical training that will enable you to 
climb out of the rut, and EARN REAL MONEY I 
Don't missit! Today may be the big turning-point in 
your whole lifel 




LEARN ELECTMUCITY 

Without Books or Correspondence 

JJV 12 WEEKS 

By Actual Work — in the Great Shops of Coyne 



SOME kinds of jobs ought to be labeled with a big 
sign that says " Man -killer. " They are either so 
heavy, dirty and hard that they sap a man's strength 
and keep him dog-tired all the time — or 
else they are so disagreeable, uninter- 
esting and poorly paid that they kill 
his ambition in almost no time. And 
AMBITION is the most valuable thing 
a man can have ! 

Fascinating Work— 
Real Pay! 

That's why bo many men are turning to ELEC- 
TRICITY, which offers unlimited rewards and op- 
portunities — with ordinary salaries of $50 — $75 and 
up a week! Right now big electrical jobs are actu- 
ally going begging! Electrical experts are in de- 
mand — and the need is growing every day! The 
situation is one that spells O-P-P-O-R-T-U-N- 
I-T-Y in letters a foot high for the man who is 
wide-awake enough to Bee itl 

Learn Quickly 

Let me make you a master electrician — the 
Coyne way. I've done it for thousands of others- 
farmers, laborers, factory men, and hundreds who 
haven't had more than 8th grade education I I can 
do it for you— and start you off on the road to in- 
dependence and big earnings in just 90 daysl 

Not by Books 

The secret of Coyne-training is that it is ALL 
PRACTICAL work. No books— no dry lessons — 
no useless theory. In the great shops of COYNE 
you learn the "ins and outs" of Electricity by ac- 
tual work on real electrical equipment — the finest 
outlay in the country! And best of all — experts 
work right with you every step of the way, show- 
ing you all the electrical secrets that are essential 
to your success! 



Big Pay Jobs 

are common in electricity. Our 
free employment bureau puts you 
in touch with openings to choose 
from. The following are only a 
few of the kind of positions you 
fit yourself for in the Great Shops 
of Coyne: 

Farm Lighting Experts 

$60 to $100 a Week 
Armature Expert 

$50 to $100 a Week 
Power House Operator 

$50 to $75 a Week 
Auto Electrician 

$60 a Week and up 
Inventor - Unlimited Income 
Maintenance Engineer 

$60 a Week and up 
Service Station Owner 

up to $200 a Week 
Radio Expert. $60 a Week and up 
Contractor, $3,500 to $15,000 a Year 



No Advanced Education or Expe- 

riraCP Nf»*> Hf>r1 With a personal, practical method like 
* *^««WS*» this, is it any wonder I say I can make 

any man into a master electrician in 12 happy 
weeks? You don't need a bit of previous experi- 
ence or advanced education. Many of our most 
successful graduates are fellows who never went 
to high school and hated "book learning;." The 
Coyne method is different! 



j 



Special Offer Now A 

A r.^. HMite * 1 *~ , ■■■■ 



Special Reduced 
Tuition Offer 

MiftUr" For a short time I am 
I^VTV making a Special 30th 
Anniversary Offer. You can now 
get a real money- making train- 
ing at the lowest price. 



Make up your mind today to 
get into one of these real -pay 
electrical jobs. If yon act now — 
I'll pay your railroad faretoChi- 
cagoand give you these courses 
free! AVIATION ELECTRIC- 
ITY. RADIO and AUTOMO- 
TIVE ELECTRICITY! And be- 
sides that, I help you to a part- 
time job while learmngl FREE em- 
ployment service for Mfeafter grad- 
uation, too. We place dozens of men 
in wonderful jobs every week. 

Send for FREE Book 

Just give me a chance to tell you 
about the unlimited opportunity 
that awaits you. Let me send you 
this big book free, containing over 
150 photographs and listing and 
telling you how you can qualify 
for the kind of jobs that lead to A 
$75 to $200 a week . If you really £ 
want more money and a won- 
derful fu' 
book now 
Simply 



MailThis 
FREE 
BOOK 

Coupon 
Today 



COYNE 



ELECTRICAL 

SCHOOL 




COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

H. C LEWIS, Dept. 10-94 

soo South Paulina Street, Chicago, 111. 

Dear Mr. Lewie:— I want the facts, so without obligation, Bend me 
your free illustrated catalog and details of your R. R. fare. 



Address 



500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 10-94, H. C. Lewis, Pres., Chicago | 



City _ - - — State- 




True detective mysteries 

A MACFADDEN PUBLICATION 

January, ,930 „„^» 




CONTENTS 



GANGS and CRIME William F» Russell, Commissioner of Police, Chicago 9 

The MYSTERY of the THIRTEENTH KEY Fred Atlhoff 10 
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The MURDER PLOT at the DEW DROP INN Isabel Stephen 22 

Daniel T. McKclvey. President of the Police Chiefs of Pennsylvania, gives a thriller! 

WHO KILLED BILL JACKSON? Victor R. Le Valley 29 

Detective Bill Jackson, friend of Rousevelt and Jack London — who killed him? 

MY BATTLE With COFFEY— INFAMOUS BUTCHER of WOMEN A. M. Thompson 34 

Amazing story of Sheriff Wright's efforts to convict Coffey, so-called "super-mtnd" among criminals 

"TAKE HIM For a RIDE!" Madeline Kelley 37 

A gun tkrcun by the roadside; a scribbled note in the dead man's pocket . . . could the detectives solve it? 

The SINISTER RIDDLE of CAMP DIX Alan Hynd 42 

One of the most remarkable detective cases of all time! 

TRAPPING the "TERROR BANDITS" of SAN FRANCISCO Perry Kittredge 45 

Twenty brutal hold-ups in 48 hours! Here uias a situation that aroused an entire city to avenge! 

The STRANGEST THIRD DEGREE Alberta Livingston 50 

// was used on one of the toughest criminals who ever lived! Then . . . 

The REAL TRUTH About CHAPMAN— AMERICA'S "SUPER-BANDIT" David Lindsay 53 

What happened "behind the scenes" in the great Gerald Chapman man-huntl 
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NEXT 
MONTH: 



The CLUE of the MAROON CAR 



THREE SHADOWS 

Three creeping shadows dimly silhouetted to the help- 
less victim at 3 A.M.. encircling his bed like ghouls of 
evil omen — guns readj — a fortune in the safe near by! 
This is a thriller! — by Detective Sergeant Leo Bunner 
of the San Francisco Police. 

CONFESSIONS of FRANK SILSBY— M \STER 
CRIMINAL 

The notorious criminal, Frank Silsby. tells his own story 
in True Detective Mysteries- the man who committed 
158 major crimes, was arrested more than 200 times 
and did time only once! What's wrong with our system 
of dealing with crime? Don't miss this sensational 
expose! 

TORTURE HOUSE 

Astonishing story, from Louisville <Ky.) of a strange 
man's fantastic revenge on his own friend by torturing 
him. The true facts and photographs, given by a 
lieutenant of police, almost discredit belief! 



SENSATIONAL WEST END BANK HOLD-UP! 

— ruthlessly they close in on Barlow and McLaughlin. 
"Let them have it!" Staccato cracks of the automatics — 
swift footsteps — the purr of the maroon getaway car 
soars to a roar, and the chase is on in one of the most 
spectacular hold-ups New York City has ever known! 

SPEAK EASY! 

Xot often has a greater detective story been told, first 
hand, in this magazine, than the thrilling Masterson 
case. Thru the mazes of New York's underworld to a 
camp in the Adirondack Mts. the elusive trail of the 
killers leads . . . They are cornered in the early dawn 
. . . death back of them . . . death facing them . . . 

The TRANSCONTINENTAL TRAIN ROBBERY 

6:41 P.M. — the fast coast-to-coast mail train comes to a 
stop at Council Bluffs transfer station. Three minutes 
later 10 Government mail pouches have been thrown out 
of the forward mail car, containing three million, one 
hundred and fifly-eighl thousand dollars! The robbers 
take 9 sacks. They have overlooked the I Oth sack! What 
follows makes an amazing story. 



In this same issue: CATCHING CROOKS by RAD'O, in which Commissioner of Police Rutledge of Detroit 
tells just how it is done; The HOUR That SEVEN MEN DIED: the smashing conclusion of the DOCTOR 
SNOOK-THEORA HIX case, and others by leading detectives and police officials -all in the Febtuary 
True Detective Mysteries, on sale everywhere January 15th. 



i MF.MBER OF TKL'F. ROMAXCESCROLPt 



l-liMlSHED MONTHLY L'Y NEW METROPOLITAN FICTION. INC.. WASHINGTON AND SOUTH AVES., DUNEL1.EN. NEW 
l UDL10J11.U g^Iitorial [ami General Offices: 1926 Broadway, New York. N. Y. Advertising Offices: Graybar Building. New York City. 



Editorial a 
Edwin E. Zoty, President 



General Offices: 1920 Broadway. New York. N. Y. Advertising unices: Graybar Building. New York City. JERSEY 

M. A. Wood. Secretory Gilbert L. Parks. Advertising Director 

Copyright. 1929. by New Metropolitan Fiction, Inc. Copyright also in Canada and Great Britain. 
Entered as second class matter, Sept. 27. 1028. at the Post Office , it Ihinellen. Xeiv Jersey, under the Act of March 3. 1879. Additional etttrv at .\ex York. AT Y 
Pri, .■ ?>c m-r Conv in U S — 30c in Canada. Subscription price S2. 50 tier year in the United states and iwssessions; also. Cuba, Mexico and Panama vil 

other countries (including Canada) $4.00 per year._ _yUI rights reserved ' 

■ane, London. E. C. 
return unavailable 
ne to illustrate the 
pecifically labeled. 



2 



Pniu^tl »□ U. S. A., by An Color I'riutins Co., Duaellen, N.J. 



True Detective Mysteries 



3 



Wo e&elUimti ^BIG PAY JOB 



Hundreds of Cooke Trained Electrical Men -fMjg 
are making $3,000 to $5,000 a year — $60 to 
$100 a week — some even more. They pre- 
pared for their fine jobs in spare time only. Now 
look at them — Big Pay Men, successful, independ- 
ent, on the road to fortune. Who else wants quick 
success — who else wants Big Money in Electricity 



ELECTRICITY? 

— who else wants to quickly say goodby forever to 
hard work and small pay? Do YOU? Then act at 
once — send for Big Free Illustrated Book — mail 
the coupon today sure! 




Juinps from $25 to §100 

"From $25 a week grocery clerk 
to $100 a week electrical con- 
tractor is my record since en- 
rolling." J. C. Kotheimer, 1808 
So. 7th, Louisville, Ky. 




Hubert Gets $100 a Week 

"I was a $30 a week truck driver 
when I enrolled with you. Now 
I average $90 to $100 a week 
easy." C. H. Hubert, 460 Cherry 
Street, New York. 




Now Makes §12 a Day 

"A short time ago when I enroll- 
ed, 1 was a laborer at small pay. 
Now I make $12 a day." Robert 
Korns, 203 S. Maple, Newkirk, 
Oklahoma. 




EARN Electricity with the famous tried and proved 
"Work Sheet and Job Ticket" Method. It's just 
like actual shop experience. Yet it's all done right in 
your own home with a big complete outfit of apparatus 
given to you without extra cost. And it's done in your 
spare time — without quitting your present job or 
losing a single hour's pay. 

You don't need previous experience or higher education. 
If you can read and write, that's enough. This famous 
training is as simple as A, B, C. Don't confuse it or 
compare it with any other Electrical course. There is 
nothing like "Cooke Training" anywhere. Big electri- 
cal men praise it — employers endorse it. That's why 
the "CooKe Trained Man is the Big Pay Man Every- 
where and Always." 

Electricity needs you, wants you, and will pay you well. 
Get ready now for a fine job in this Big Pay Field. 
Get started now under the famous Money Back Agree- 
ment with the same methods that have put thousands 
of men no smarter than you on Easy Street. Act today 
to get Big Pay. Mail coupon for the Big FREE BOOK 
"The Secrets of Success in Electricity", a brilliant story 
of Opportunity for you. Get it — mail the coupon NOW. 

L. L. COOKE SCHOOL OF ELECTRICITY 

The Cooke Trained Man is the Big Pay Man 
Dept. Ill, 2150 LAWRENCE AVE., CHICAGO, ILL. 



Big Pay for Woelkers 

"$450 a month is what I now 
make with the help of L. L. 
Cooke's great electrical train- 
ing." Leo Woelkers, 1332 Jeff- 
erson, Scran ton, Pa. 




Shop Pays Big Money 
"You taught me all I know 
about Electricity. Last month 
I made $675 in my new shop— 
I used to get $15 a week." 
J. E. Ritch, Route No. 3, High 
Point, N. C. 




S80 a Month Increase 
"In five months I boosted my 
earnings by over $80 & month. 
I am $1000 a year better off by 
taking your Course." Martin 
Herman, Box 598, Drumhell- 
er, Alta, Canada. 



The MAN WITH 50,000 FRIENDS 

This is L. L. Cooke, the man with 50,000 friends, 
because thisSchool has been so successful in train- 
ing men for Big Pay Jobs in Electricity. In all the 
world there's no training like this. That's why 
our "boys" get the Big Jobs and Big Money. 
And now we want to train YOU for a Big Pay 
Job too. Find out what we can do for you. 
Mail the coupon for our great book today. 



L. L. COOKE SCHOOL OF ELECTRICITY 

Dept. Ill, 2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 

You may Bend me, FREE and fully prepaid, your book "Secrets of 
Success in Electricity," with all particulars about your Home Study Course 
in Electricity. 

Naaa.6 , 



Address_ 



City. 



_State_ 
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I grew my 
own hair 
just as it 
show* 
here. 



When 
the Free 
Ampoule 
arrives 
you will 
see how 
different 
this new 
treatment 
is. 



One Full Ampoule of my amaz- 
ing Hairerbs fluid which I dis- 
covered myself and which grew 
hair on my head. 

Here is How I 
Used to Look 

I was just as bald as this picture. It 
is. a true photograph without any tam- 

fiering or retouching. It is exactly 
ike I used to look. Then look at the 
full head of hair I have in the picture 
on the left! 

As I have stated so often, I don't know 
whether I am the first man who dis- 
covered this great secret, but I do 
know I have it. that I grew my own 
hair and that I am growing hair on the 
heads of other men. 
What I accomplished on my own head and on other heads 

I believe I can do for you, provided you are under 45 years of aire and l^es of hair was not brought about by bums 
or scars or other causes leading to absolutely dead hair roots. Anyhow, I must succeed or your money is refunded 
In strict accordance with my guarantee. No apparatus. My home treatment is simple, and easily applied. 




This Ampoule is 
absolutely free. 
Don't send any 
money. There is no 
C. O. D. No charge 
whatsoever. All I 
want is an oppor- 
tunity to show you 
the fluid with which 
I grew hair on my 
own and on other 
men's heads. 
Merely mail the 
coupon below for 
Free Ampoule. 



BaWMen 



IT'S NO JOKE 
TO BE BALD! 




Before Miss 
Raimondo 
began using 
Hairerbs, 
doctors, 
hospitals and 
clinics told 
her she 
would be 
bald for life. 




These are exact untouched photographs of Miss Augustina Raimondo, 2530 ■ »■■■■•■■■■»•■■»■■•■■ H5 M ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

East 25th Street, Cleveland, who was almost entirely bald and who had to wear I ■ •«■> a am ^aw oav •> 

a net covering in the school room. She was a very unhappy young lady. Physi- ■ BtVDW* ■ aW m ■ m BsP aW * I^J 

cians. hospitals and clinics told her that she would be bald for life. She saw one of _ W* If KK ^Ls#m»# Mr 

our advertisements, became interested and began taking treatments with Hairerbs. I «a.»«aw— f ^a»- — ■» W 

The growth of hair was surprisingly fast. A hairy fuzz began to appear after ^ ^ mbs^m 

twelve treatments. More hair came steadily until today Miss Raimondo has a full ■ „ . _„ . -,.„ 

head of hair which is daily becoming more luxuriant. This case is open to ■ VI1 17 171 A Mil fcUClId-WIntlsor BWg. 

investigation by anyone. ▼ 1% 11 tit. API U CLEVELAND, OHIO 

_ _ m _ _. — _ I Please send me, entirely free, one full Ampoule of 

Mail This FREE Coupon! I y n e ur sa h Sr. wonderful Hairerbs Fluid which BM " 

Mail the coupon today— Right Now— I will send you, immediately, one full Ampoule | 

of my marvelous Hairerbs fluid which I discovered, of which I hold the secret and »r v \t ame 

which grew my own hair on my own bald head. Besides the Free Ampoule of I tSLJVSHz 

Fluid, I will send photographs, names and addresses of men and women who suc- 
cessfully used my Hairerbs Fluid!for dandruff , falling and loss of hair. | My Address 

VRFFT A Nl) "01 Euclid- Windsor Bldg. | State 

▼ CLEVELAND, OHIO _ _ ™-— 
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The Hand that knocked at 
150,000 Doors 

Signs a Giiavantee^ 

of $15 a DAY- 

Steady Income to You 



What other man could have 
dared to make such an out- 
standing written Guarantee 
as C. W. Van De Mark 
now offers to every hon- 
est man or woman? He / 
can do it only because , 



of the amazing principles 
which he discovered in his 
active experience of 33 
years. "Van" himself has 
knocked at 150,000 doors! 

And the secret he learned 
—which he now gives 
you — makes 
> $15.00 a day 
easy for 
anyone 
who will fol- 
low his in- 
structions. 





I'll Make You 
MY PARTNER 

In My Established Business and Give 
You Half of Every Dollar We Take In! 

This is my solemn promise to you (and I am 
known to 20,000 partners as the man who al- 
ways keeps his promises). Send the coupon 
today — let me show you how I set you up in 
a permanent dignified business of your own 
in your own locality and GUARANTEE 
your income. 



I'll Take All the Chances 



I don't want you to risk a penny. I'll 
take the chances — I'll furnish every- 
thing; I'll set you up in a position of 
your own and show you how to make 
others earn money for you. My in- 
structions will show you how to be 
free from money worries for life. 

NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 

Simply distribute teas, coffees, ex- 
tracts, foods, things people need, to 
an established list of my customers. I 
want you to look after my business in 
your locality. No experience needed 
— I show you exactly what to do — 
guide you and help you every step 
of the way. 

I FURNISH CHRYSLER COACH 

I offer a new Chrysler coach to every 
one of my partners. I give it abso- 
lutely free to producers to use in out 




business. No strings attached — it's 
yours to keep. 

SPARE TIME OR FULL TIME 

Thousands now free from all money 
worries through my new, easy way oi 
making money in their spare time or 
full time. Easy to make $3 an hour 
for spare time work by simply follow- 
ing my easy plan. Hundreds have 
quit hard, low-pay jobs to make from 
$95 to $150 a week easy with me. 
Mail the coupon now! 

YOU CAN HAVE #50 EXTRA 
CASH NEXT SATURDAY 

Send coupon at once and I will prove 
my honest promises by making it pos- 
sible for YOU to have $50 EXTRA 
CASH within a week from tonight!! 
Someone else in your locality may be 
reading this same offer this minute — 
so rush the coupon to me at once and 
have a steady income for life. 

C. W. Van De Mark, President, 

Health-0 Quality ProductsCo. 

2004-AA Health-O BIdg., Cincinnati, Ohio 



The Calloused Hand That 
Has Earned Your Free- 
dom from Money Worries 

The calloused knuckles of 
Van's hand are mute evi- 
dence of his going from 
door to door, from coast 
to coast; selling thou- 
sands upon thousands. He 
discovered the secrets that 
arc now bringing such big 
money to his partners 
everywhere. By working 
the hard way, he discov- 
ered the easy way for you 
to be free for life from 
all money worries. 



I 
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You Paid 
the Mortgage 
on My Home 

Says Rev. 0. V. McMurphy of 
Alabama. McMurphy got "Van's" of' 
fcr. The first afternoon he made $30. 
He writes, "The notes on the house 
have been burned — we have a new car 
— I no longer fear financial problems." 
He has made as high as $300 in a week. c. V. McMurphy 



Mother Makes £2,000 
Spare Time 

Mrs. S. M. Jones of 
Georgia, mother of four, 
says "First hour and half 
made $36.47." She could 
only work on Mondays 
and Saturday afternoon. 
But with this easy work 
she has made over $2,000 
1 in a few short months. 



Big Money in Sparc 
Time 

C. C. Miner, Iowa, 
made $74 his first four 
days — part time. Hi$ 
first H days (part time) 
he made $200! He writes, 
"Van, I thank God for 
the day I signed up with 
you." 



I'LL KKKP MY PROMISE 

TO YOU AS I HAVE 

FOR THESE PEOPLE 



MAIL TODAY 



C. W. Van De Mark, President, 
Health-O Quality Products Co., 
2004-AA Health-O Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Mr. Van: — Without cost or obligation to me rush mo 
your amazing portfolio,. $17 A DAY GUARANTEE and 
FREE food products and FREE CHRYSLER offer. Prove 
to me that I can have $50 cash in my pocket within a week. 

Name 

Address 
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Be A RADIO Expert 




Seldom Under $100 a 
Week 



"My earnings in Radio are many limes \ 
greater than I ever anticipated they would 
be when I enrolled. They ^seldom fall 
under S100 a week. My profits for the 
past three months were S577, S645, $465. 
If your course cost 4 or 5 times more I would 
still con ider it a good investment. You give 
a man more for his money than anybody else." 

E. E. Win* borne, 

1414 W. 48th St.. Norfolk. Va 





Making $400 a Month 

"I really believe that every man should take 
your course in Radio. If he has anything in 
him at all there is every chance for him to get 
some place. The field hasn't been scratched 
and it is getting bigger and better everyday. 
A man just can't go wrong. I was making good 
money but I could see the opportunities in 
Radio. Believe me. I am not sorry, as I have 
made more money than ever before. I have 
made more than S400 each month." 
J. G Dahlstead, 

1484 S. 15th St.. Salt Lake City. Utah 



cma*m 



I GIVE YOU 8 OUTFITS 
OF RADIO PARTS FOR A 
HOME EXPERIMENTAL 
LABORATORY 



Mv course iii not just theory. You learn by 
tickling real Radio problems — work out with 
your hands, using my eipht outfits, the prin- 
ciples, diagrams and circuits covered in my 
lesson books. You can build over 100 circuits 
with my outfits. These include circuits designed 
for all types of vacuum tubes in all stages, 
screen grid tubes for battery and A. C. cur- 
rent operation. You experiment with and 
build circuits used in Crosley, Atwaier-Kent, 
Kvercady, Majestic, Roister, Radiola, Stew- 
art-Warner, Zenith, Philco, Edison, Stromberg- 
Carlson and many other sets on the market 
today. You learn how these sets work, why 
they work, how they should work, how to make 
them work when they are out of order. This 
50-50 method of home training makes learn- 
ing easy, fascinating, interestinc- You get as 
much practical experience under this unique 
plan, in a few months, as the average fellow 
who hasn't had this training, gets in two to four 
years in the field. When you finish my course 
you won't need to start in any old job "just 
to get experience" — you will be trained and ex- 
perienced ready for a good job fiom the start. 
Training like this makes your knowledge com- 
plete. You have confidence in yourself and 
in your ability to tackle most any job. That's 
why men trained by N. R. I. make good money. 
My book gives you complete information about 
this piacticat system of home training which 
N. R. I. pioncereo Br sure to get it at once. 



make $50 to $200 a week 



Di 




iON'T slave your life away for S25, $35 and S40 
fa week in a no future job. You're foolish to be 
satisfied with less than $50. $60 or S75 a week for 
more than the short time it takes to get ready for 
Radio. That is what the good Radio jobs pay. And 
S50 to S75 a week is only the beginning. Many 
quickly lead to as high as S150 to $250 a week. 

Big Growth making Hundreds 
o£ Sine jobs yearly 

Over 500,000 jobs have already been made by Radio's 
amazing growth. It continues to grow and expand 
fast. This big growth can put you ahead fast. I have 
doubled and tripled salaries. I have shown hundreds 
how to make much more money in Radio than they 
were making in other fields. Let me show you what 
I can do for you. 

Many make $5 to $25 Extra 
a week almost at once 

The day you start I will show you how to do 10 Radio 

jobs most common in every neighborhood so you can 

begin making extra money. Frank Golden, 528 Walnut 

Street. Newark. N. J., says: "I made over $900 in my 

spare time in about 10 months." My course 

is world-famous as the one that pays 

for itself. A 



I will train you at 
home in your 
spare time 

Hold your job. My 50-50 
method of training— one- 
half from lesson books and 
one-half from practical ex- 
periments using Eight Outfits 
of Parts given without extra 
charge, makes learning at home 
easy, fascinating. It is unequaled. 
It gives you practical Radio ex- 
perience while learning. You don't 
have to be a high school or college 
graduate. Many of my most suc- 
cessful graduates didn't finish the grades. 

Jumps from $35 to 
$100 a Week 

"It is certainly great sport 
to do Radio work and a 
profitable one too. I had 
the pleasure of reaching 
$110 last week servicing 
and selling sets. I have 
made as high as $241 in 
two weeks. Before I en- 
tered the Radio I was making $35 a week. 
You started me off on the right foot by 





giving me the knowledge every man should 
have to succeed in Radio." 

J. A. Vaughn, 

4202 Arsenal St., St. Louis. Mo. 



Your Money back 
IS not Satisfied 

My training is right up-to-the-minute with 
Radio's latest developments. Television. 
Talking Movies, Radio in Aviation, Screen 
Grid Tubes, A. C. Sets are included. Jt fits 
you for Radio factories, broadcasting stations, a 
spare-time or full-time business of your own, 
operating on board ship which gives you world- 
wide travel without expense, commercial land 
stations, research laboratories and many 
more branches. Every penny will be returned 
if after completion you are not satisfied with 
the lessons and instruction service. 

Free book tells what 
Radio OIEers You 

"Rich Rewards in Radio" 
gives you the facts about Radio, 
what your prospects are for the 
future, how you can get in 
without delay, what you 
can make. It explains our 
lifetime Employment Ser- 
vice after graduation and 
many other fine features. 
Get a copy AT ONCE. 

J. E. Smith, Pres 
National Radio 

Institute 
Washington 

D. C. 



Mail this Coupon 



J. E. Smith, President, 

National Radio Institute, Dept. OAU. 

Washington, D. C. 

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send "Rich Rewards in 
Radio," your book on Radio's opportunities for big success- 




Name. 



Address Age. 



City. 



.State. 
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A Coupon That Has Meant Real Money 
To More Than 20,000 
Ambitious Men! 




$6,000 a Year 

"From a life of want 
at S6(K) a year to a 
life of plenty at 
96,000 a year, thanks 
to N. S. T. A. train- 
ing." — Chas. H. 
Barth, Philadelphia. 
Pcnna. 




National Salesmen's Training Ass'n, Dept. A-742 
N. S. T. A. Building, Chicago, Illinois 

Without cost or obligation, please send me your book "The Key to Master Salesman 
ship." Also include full details of your training and free employment service. 



Nan 



Ex-Clerk Earn* 
150% More Money! 
R. D. Baxter, Waco. 
Texas, former book- 
keeper, is now head 
salesman of his divi- 
sion. In 3 years his 
salary increased 150 
percent. "My « u<,< *« 9 
dur* dir*ctlv lo N.i. l.A. 



Address 

City State. 

Age Occupation 




S. T. A. BrouK"t 
Him Wealth 

M. V. Stephenson, 
Canton, Ohio, credits 
N. S. T. A. with hia 
salesmanship earn- 
ings which have 
brought him his own 
home, a 70-acre farm, 
bank stock and a 
bank account. 



Who Else Wants to Raise Their 
Pay 700% or More? 



Can It Be An Accident When Man After 
Man Raises His Pay — Each One Taking 
the Same Identical Steps? If You Are 
One Who Aspires to Earn REAL Money — 
If You Want to Get Out of a Monot- 



onous Low-Pay Job— Find Out About 
This Tested Plan for Increasing In- 
comes. It Has Raised More Salaries 
Than All the "Pull" and Luck in the 
World! 



Get A Copy of This Amazing Book Free 



T ET'S be practical. You want to 
*— ' make more money. ... A few 
years ago the three men pictured above 
were in the same situation. They 
had the urge to increase their pay — but 
didn't know how to do it. 

Take J. H. Huppert, for instance. A 
plumber's apprentice at $23 to $25 a 
week. Naturally he was dissatisfied 
with such low pay. Rut like so many 
other men he was caught in a blind 
,-illey job — he could see no way out. 

And then something happened! A 
certain book fell into his hands. Be- 
tween its covers, he discovered certain 
facts and secrets he had never dreamed 
of. Within a period of three months he 
had earned more than his old job paid 
him in two years! One week's pay 
amounted to $525! 

Remarkable Salary 
Increases 

A lucky accident? Not a bit of it! 
Other men, too, who raised their 
salaries after reading these vital facts are 
numbered by the thousands! After R. D. 
Baxter read them, his salary increased 
150%. Charles H. Barth writes that he 
"went from a life of want at $600 a year 



to a life of plenty at $6,000 a year!" 

The Secret ofi Big Pay 

How did they do it? What did the book 
show them? Just this: — Every one of these 
men realized that Salesmanship offers BIG- 
GER rewards and delivers them QUICKER 
than any other line of work under the sun. 
This vital book, "The Key to Master 
Salesmanship," revealed to them the real 
TRUTH about the art of selling. It 
blasted dozens of old theories and told 
them exactly how the great sales records of 
nationally-known star salesmen have been 
achieved. And not only that, it outlined a 
simple plan that will enable almost any man 
to master scientific salesmanship without 
losing a day or dollar from his present 
position. 

A Few Weeks- 
Then Bigger Pay 

There was nothing "different" about these 
men when they started. Salesmanship is 
just like any other profession. It has cer- 
tain fundamental rules and laws that you 
can master just as easily as you learned the 
alphabet. And through the NATIONAL 
DEMONSTRATION METHOD— an ex- 
clusive feature of the N. S. T. A. system of 
SALESMANSHIP training— you can ac- 
quire the equivalent of actual experience 
while studying. 



Free to Every Man 

If we were asking several dollars a copy 
for "The Key to Master Salesmanship" 
you might hesitate. But it is now FREE. 
So get your copy now. Learn the real 
facts about the selling profession, and 
about the tremendous demand for trained 
salesmen in every line, to fill city and trav- 
eling |»sitions paying up to $5,000 and $10,- 
000 a year. (Last year this association re- 
ceived calls for over 50,000 N. S. T. A. 
members from Wholesalers, Manufacturers 
and Jobbers.) A copy is yours for the ask- 
ing, and your request entails no obligation. 
Simply fill out and mail the coupon above. 
Do it now! 

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING 
ASSOCIATION 

Dept. A-74Z. N. S. T. A. Bidg., Chicago, HI. 
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P Gangs and Crime l 

\ By William F. Russell | 

Commissioner of Police, \ 
Chicago 

NOTE: In the past we have heard a great deal about Chicago being a lawless city. Some of it probably 
was the truth — us applied to that time. However, as Chief of Police Davis, of Los Angeles, pointed out in 
last month's editorial in this magazine, police officials themselves are seldom heard from. That is why we 
asked Chief Davis to talk — and why Commissioner Russell has been asked to speak a word here on a much 
discussed subject that has undoubtedly been over emphasized on the lawless side, in any case there are two 
sides to every question, and both sides should he heard — especially in the case of Chicago, since we hear little 
of the marked change for the better that has taken place there utuler Commissioner Kussell's administration 
of the Police Department. — lid. 

THE editor of this magazine has asked me to say something in regard to the 
gang or the organized element in crime, with emphasis upon the issue of its 
suppression. How do the police combat gangs? What is the nature of their 
formation? To what extent do the gangs exist to-day as compared with a few 
years ago? And most important, perhaps: what distinction do the police make 
between criminal, and potentially-criminal gangs, with the view of not only 
suppressing their crimes but of preventing them, individually, from pursuing 
criminal careers? 

Methods of gang-crime suppression have changed, of course, with the advent 
of many recent changes in the police system itself. Special emphasis is being 
laid now upon the tactics of "beating the gangster at his own game." Police 
departments years ago were institutions thought to be inhabitable only by men 
hardened to the worst kind of inhumanity, men who were not so brainy as brawny 
and who were sufficiently advanced in years as to be firmly set in the idea that a 
man once a criminal is always a criminal. Such men as these comprised the 
first line of defense in the field of police operations. 

Above everything else let it be said — and to their credit — that these men 
were good soldiers, absolutely without fear and equal to any physical task im- 
posed by their superiors. But it was eventually discovered that the situation 
did not require the services of these "municipal marines," so to speak. As 
fast as the gangs were caught, others took their places. They inherited the 
bitterness that absorbed the gangs they patterned after. They were imitative 
and emulated in small ways the conduct of their predecessors. Superficially, 
they were gangsters, "hard guys" ; under their sport shirts they were still boys, 
susceptible to good as well as evil influence if only some of the former had been 
available. 

The antipathy of the police to these gangs made membership in them a 
thrilling, highly-prized experience. " Jiggers for the cop!" was the cry that never 
failed to stir them to rebellion. They were flattered to know that the law had 
sent its blue legions out to "get" them. 

The situation has changed, and for the better. In this day of machine-guns, 
sawed-off pump-guns and automatics, it is well that this animosity between the 
police and potentially criminal gangs has dissolved, for if but a fraction of the 
hostility that once prevailed among them was present to-day, the police and the 
gang death rate would indeed be high. 

In Chicago- and in other cities that are successfully following its example — 
the attitude of the policeman toward the young would-be gangster is one of a 
mentor rather than a dictator, of a friend rather than a foe, and that of a coun- 

{Continued on page 95) 




the MYSTERY of the 




Detective Otto W. Phillips, who tells the insi'le story of 
this famous case to readers of Truk DETECTIVE 
MYSTERIES. Sec sketch of Mr. Phillips in the Kick 
pages of this issue 



This recent notorious case needs no 
introduction to readers anywhere in 
the United States. Though hundreds 
of newspapers ran front-page head- 
lines as each new, sensational devel- 
opment was disclosed to an amazed 
public — it is here and for the first 
time, in the following story, that read- 
ers are taken "behind the scenes" 
in this baffling crime mystery that 
shocked a nation 

By Detective Otto W. Phillips 

Homicide Squad 
Columbus (Ohio) Police Department 

As told to Fred Allhoff 

of the Cleveland PRESS 
(formerly of the OHIO STATE JOURNAL) 



ON the afternoon of June nth, 
i<)2<), on the New York Central 
Rifle Range, Fisher Road, live 
miles northwest of the city of 
Columbus, Ohio, ten men were 
gathered for a revolver meet. 

One group of men, attired in neat, 
blue uniforms, represented the Colum- 
bus Police Revolv er Club. They were: 
Patrolmen Sam W. Earnest, Clell H. 
Cox, Glenn Hooven, H. D. Watts and 
Corporal Lester W. M erica. 

The other group, consisting of 
Columbus business and professional 
men. represented the Columbus Re- 
volver Club. They were: Ray C. 
Bracken. Doctor James H. Snook, A. 
J. Lehmann, H. H. Herron and Carl 
Kierman. 

When the final volley had been fired 
and the score tallied, it was found that 
the police team had been trounced, the 
score being 114(1 points for the Colum- 
bus Revolver Club to 1019 points for 
the upholders of the law. 

In the winning group was a tall, 
neatly attired man forty-nine years of 
age, whose marksmanship drew com- 
plimentary comments from participants 
on both teams. Tall, a tritle bald, with 
a rather thick pair of lips and a de- 
termined, cleft chin, this member of 
the civilian team at one time was the 
world's champion rapid and slow fire 
pistol shot, American champion rapid 
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A newspaper reporter and a spectator are shown looking at the spot where the body of 
Miss Hix was found on the New York Central Rifle Range near Columbus. Inset 
shows the two boys, Milton Miller, left, and Paul Krumlauf, who, after going to the 
rifle range on the morning of June 14th, to practise shooting, made the shocking iU\ 
covery that opened a story of crime unparalleled in Ohio police history 



THIRTEENTH KEY 



and slow fire pistol shot six times, and a member 
of the American Olj mpic team in i<>2o. He 
was Doctor James Howard Snook, professor of 
veterinary medicine. Ohio State University. 

R especte d for his marksmanship, Doctor 
Snook was asked for advice by 
several members of the police 
team during the shoot that 
aftermxm. ' It seems the police 
had been shooting with different 
kinds of guns, and they told him 
that they were to receive two 
Colt revolvers. These hap- 
pened to !>e the same kind 
that Doctor Snook had used in 
target shooting. 

'lAHlKX the question of am- 
munition came up, the 
Doctor told them that they 
should get a kind of ammuni- 
tion especially made for police, 
with a much heavier bullet, 
blunt on the end. The type he 
referred to was known as the 
"man-stopper" bullet. 

One of the policemen replied 
that these did not shoot at the 
same elevation as the standard 
load. Doctor Snook remem- 
bered that objection, realized 
its seriousness and, to assure 
himself of the action of the 
heavier load, took both heavy 
and light loads to the range two 
days later, Thursday, June 
13th, and compared the differ- 
ent locations on the target at 
twenty-five yards. 

Doctor Snook, that Tuesday, 
finished with the second highest 
individual score for the day, 
totaling 2f>4 points. His score was forty-four 
poitits higher than the individual score of any 
of the policemen, and only eight points under 
that of Bracken, who was high man. He was 
elated with his showing, which gave high testi- 





In the rooms directly above the drug store entrance shown 
Tlieora Hix lived with two other co-eds. To them she was s 
studious, athletic girl, with no fondness for men 



Miss Theora 
Hix, Ohio State 
University co-ed 
and medical student 
--the victim in this 
atrocious murder case 



mony to his steady nerves and keen sight . . . After the 
meet, Doctor Snook replaced a pair of shooting glasses that 
he was wearing with an ordinary round, horn-rimmed pair. 

f\S the morning of Friday, June 14th, just three days 
after the pistol meet, two Columbus boys, Paul Kruni- 
lauf. age fifteen, and Milton Miller, sixteen, went to the 
target range to practise shooting. 

In tall weeds just cast of a target, they came upon a sight 
from which they instinctively recoiled in a spasm of repulsion 
and fright. There, less than one hundred feet behind the east 
target at which the ten men had been shooting a few days 
before, lay the mutilated body of a girl. , 

The young woman, at first believed to be about eighteen 
years old. was well dressed. She was attired in a brown dress, 
white hose and black low shoes. She was K ing face d6» nward. 

There were two distinguishing features which might have 
aided in identifying her. Her hair was brown and unbobbed. 
Upon her right wrist she wore a man's wrist watch. 

Her head had been punctured repeatedly by terrific blows 
from some blunt instrument Her throat was slashed, her 
right ear-drum had been punctured, her back and abdomen 
had been scored with a knife, and a bruise on her left shoulder 
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indicated thai one of the blows directed at her head had missed 
or slipped, striking her shoulder. 

The boys, horror-struck, immediately notified the police. 

Despite the fact that the girl obviously belonged to a class 
several notches above what we consider middle class; al- 
though she had been found at noon and apparently had been 
brutally murdered, the local afternoon papers that day 
carried in their home editions only brief stories giving a 
description of the girl, the manner in which she had been in- 
jured and the names of the boys who had found her. 

A day later the real story "broke." Columbus, for the 
following week, read nothing else. From coast to coast news- 
papers carried stories of "the girl with the Mona Lisa smile" 
and the man with the "Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde life." In 
Columbus, street sales of the papers doubled, trebled and then 
surpassed all previous peaks by margins of thousands, as 
identification of the girl was established and it was learned 
that one of the men who had shot on the range, a man who was 
respected and the possessor of an excellent home, a lovely wife 
and child, had been drawn into the murder maelstrom by the 
work of the Detective Bureau. W hen a second prominent 
and talented suspect was arrested, the town literally was 
thrown into a frenzy. 

T WAS about to leave the office on a case of minor importance, 
when the telephone rang and the report was made that a 
body had been found on the rifle range. 1 motioned to Robert 
McCall, my running mate, who was with me in the Detective 
Bureau at the time, and we went to the field immediately. 

There we found two uniformed men guarding the body 
while the Coroner made his examination in the midst of a 
curious circle of spectators. 

The girl was lying face down upon the ground, a bloody 
handkerchief clutched in her right hand, her left arm beneath 
her body. The watch on her wrist had stopped at exactly 
10 o'clock. 

Coroner Joseph Murphy said that the girl had been dead 
for about eighteen hours. Her body, he said, probably had 
been placed in the field a few minutes before a heav\ bower 
that had started at 10:22 the previous night. Although she 
had bled profusely from the deep five-inch cut in the left side 
of her throat, all of the blood except a two-foot pool directly 
beneath her head, had washed into the ground. He gave a 
verdict of murder. 

The back of the girl's dress had been slashed to ribbons 
with a knife, indicating that she had attempted to escape her 
assailant. The underclothing had been cut over her abdomen, 
but there were no corresponding cuts in her dress. Both hose 
supporters had been severed by strokes of a knife. 




Near-by we found automobile tracks which, on first 
consideration, implied that the girl might have been murdered 
elsewhere. Her body, then, might have been brought to the 
range and thrown upon the ground. Unfortunately, the 
heavy growth of weeds had prevented marks of the tire 
tread fronv being left on the ground. 

W hen the police photographer had finished the necessary 
procedure of taking pictures of the body and it had been or- 
dered removed to the Glenn I.. Myers undertaking establish- 
ment. 23 West Second Avenue, we had a long talk with 
Coroner Murphy. 

"T BKLIEVE," said the Coroner, "that the wounds were in- 
flicted with a hammer, probably of the ball-peen type. You 
may have noticed," he continued, "that sixteen of the frac- 
tures on her bashed-in head left imprints of the facet 
marks of the hammer's face. A single deep fracture 
on her forehead seemed caused by the ball point of the 
hammer." 

As we were talking, county officials arrived. The crime, 
since it happened outside the city limits, came under their 
jurisdiction. It was decided, however, that we of the city 
police department were to continue our separate investiga- 
tion. 

We questioned thoroughly the tw-o boys who had found the 
body. It was King behind, and some distance from, the 
target. Parallel to the field ran Fisher Road, the field being 




Doctor James Snook, professor of veterinary medi- 
cine, the man of mystery in this notorious case 



separated from the road by a small stone wall. Both north 
and south of the girl's body were entrances to the field that 
could be used by an autoist. 

It was evident that the scene of the crime — a spot that 
enjoys tremendous popularity among petters and general]} is 
known as "shirt-tail alley" — had 
been entered by the south entrance: 
Perhaps the driver, then, had 
stopped inside, murdered the girl, 
described a semicircle and left by 
the north gate. 

With little to work on, we were 
confronted with a baffling and grue- 
some crime. We were certain that 
the crime was murder. But what 



"I wanted to see her the 
night of the murder. But 
I was afraid to afraid 
something would happen." 
That is what M. T. 
Meyers, university instruc- 
tor, told detectives at city 
prison. In the above 
photograph he is shown 
being taken there, from 
the county jail, by police 
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had been the motive? Not robbery, for the girl's watch had 
not been taken, though there was no purse near her body. 

W ho was the girl? Who was her murderer? 

She had been brutally killed. Was it, then, the work of a 
fiend, a pervert, a degenerate? Or did she hold some power 
over a man who was ruthless in his determination to get rid of 
her? 

I <|iiestioned persons living near the place. They had seen 
and had heard nothing on the night of the murder about 
the time which we assumed it took place, before the rainfall 
at 10:22. 

With my partner, I returned to town. I learned that Con- 
stable John Guy, a county official, had gone to the morgue 
with Miss Ruth Wycoff, a witness, in an attempt to identify 
the body. Miss Wycoff lived in an apartment adjoining 
that of Mrs. Billie Rutherford Glass, who had been missing 
from her home since Thursday night and whose description 
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Left to right. Prosecutor Jack Chester and Chief of City 
Detectives W. G. Shellenbarger are shown questioning 
Campus Policeman William North about the habits of 
Doctor Snook 

tallied closely with that of the rifle-range murder victim. 
Miss Wycoff, owing to the swollen condition of the dead 
girl's bruised face, could not make an identification. A 
few minutes later, Mrs. Edna Frost, a friend of Mrs. Glass, 
viewed the body at the morgue and declared it was not Mrs. 
( ilass. 

Until I could learn the identity of the girl, there was little 
to be done. Neither her clothes nor the blood-soaked handker- 
chief bore helpful laundry marks. The watch was not 
initialed. No purse, containing a clue to her identity, had 
been found. Temporarily, at least, we were up against a 
si one wall. Reports of missing persons did not correspond 
in their descriptions with the dead girl's. 

•T WENT to the morgue to take a further look at the body. 

There. I noted that the brutal manner of her murder had ex- 
tended to her right hand. Three of her fingers were crushed 
across the third joint, and the flesh on the right little finger 
virtually was shredded, as though the skin had been squeezed 
apart. That point puzzled me. It hardly could have been 
done with either hammer or knife. 

At 4:45 that Friday afternoon, the telephone on the desk of 
Record Clerk Helen Custer at Police Headquarters rang. A 
feminine voice spoke: 

"I wish to report the disappearance of my roommate, Miss 
Theora K. Hix! She is twenty-four years old." 

The girl making the report. Miss Alice Bustin, lived in an 
apartment with her sister. Miss Beatrice Bustin. and Miss 
Hix al l6$8>£ Neil Avenue, at the south edge of Ohio State 
University's campus. 




Police escorting Doctor Snook from the scene of the murder 
to where he was taken for questioning 

She told the record clerk that Miss Hix had left there at 
7 P. M. on the night of the murder, to obtain instructions for 
a job that she was to take during the summer as a relief 
operator of the telephone switchboard at University Hospital 
on the Ohio State campus. 

The record clerk drew a sharp breath as two descriptive 
points of the missing girl were tabulated by her room- 
mate. 

"She has long, brown hair," Miss Bustin said, "and wears 
a man's wrist watch, her father's, on her right wrist." 

Mrs. Custer immediately instructed Miss Bustin to go to 
the morgue and see if the dead girl was her roommate. 
At 5:30 P. M. the murder victim positively was identified by 
the Bustin sisters and by Mrs. Alice Moran, secretary of 
Neil Hall, a girls' dormitory on the campus, as Theora 
Kathleen Hix, sophomore in the pre-medics department 
at Ohio State University. 

'The girl had been a resident of Columbus since entering 
the university six years before. She was the daughter of 
Mr. and Mrs. Melvin T. Hix, her father being an instructor 
in medicine at Bradenton, Florida. 

"M^OW, assigned by Chief of Detectives W. G. Shellenbarger 
to the case, I had something to work on. Bob McCall 
was assigned to it with me. 

I had another talk with Coroner Murphy, my curiosity 
aroused by the peculiar injury to Miss Hix's right hand. He 
was unable to shed light on it, although coinciding with me 
in the belief that it had been made by neither of the instru- 
ments used in the girl's brutal slaying. 

"You may have noticed," the Coroner said, "that the end 
of the wound on the left side of her throat is very deep. 
The murderer was careful to sever her jugular vein to insure 
death!" 

The question that was brought up by this announce- 
ment raised the entire affair from the run of ordinary murders 
in my experience. 

Would a layman have had the skill and knowledge to find 
and sever his victim's jugular vein? 

'That point strongly brought forward into the field of likely 
suspects, fellow medical students — or instructors. 

Miss Hix's family Originally had lived in Xorthficld, 
Connecticut. Then her father was appointed professor at 
Columbia University, moving to Flushing, New York, and, 
later, to Florida. His daughter, Theora, had been graduated 
from Ohio State University in 1927 and had immediately 
enrolled in the medical college. Her friends and college 
professors depicted her as a studious, athletic, girl, highly 
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regarded by her associates; a girl 
who "did not care (or men," all 
agreed. 

I immediately left Head- 
quarters with McCall for an in- 
terview with the Bustin sisters. 
There, for the first time. I ran 
into the blockade of secrecy which 
the murdered girl had erected 
al>out her life and habits. Neither 
of her roommates knew much 
about her. 

I learned from them that she 
had left the apartment at 7 
o'clock on the night of the mur- 
der, that she had mentioned no 
other destination than the hos- 
pital, and that she had seemed in 
good spirits. She confided noth- 
ing in them of any private affairs 
that she may have had. 



A I.ICK BUSTIN, who also was 
a second-year student in the 
medical college, said that the 
murdered girl had been a g<x>d 
student and a heavy reader. 
Beatrice Bustin, a technician in 
the medical laboratory at the 
University, said that Theora al- 
ways had plenty of money, al- 
though she planned working part- 
time 011 the switchboard at the 
hospital and full-time in the office 
of thedeanof the graduate school. 

The girls, recalling the thunder- 
shower that occurred approxi- 
mately three and one-half hours 
after Miss Mix left the apartment, 
were not alarmed at her overnight 
absence. The) assumed that she had spent the night at the 
home of Mr. and Mrs. R. I). letters, of 1490 Neil Avenue. 
Miss Hix had been employed as a companion for the two 




Unfathomable as the enigmatic smile upon her 
face, Theora Hix, attractive co-ed, 24 years of age. 
had surrounded her life with a secrecy that made 
difficult for the detectives the solution of "the 
mystery of the thirteenth key." This photograph 
shows the "Mona Lisa smile" that was present on 
her face even after death 



Investigators are shown examining Doctor Snook's 
blue coupe. Stains resembling blood were scraped off 
the door jamb of the car and the seat covering was 
ripped out for examination by C. F. Long, chemist, in 
working on Detective Phillips' theory of the crime 



daughters of the Jeffers family when the parents were in 
California in February-and March. 

Not until 1 1 o'clock Fridav morning, one half-hour after 
the body had been found Iv ing on the ritle range with tin other 



means of concealment than the 
weeds, did the sisters become 
alarmed. At that time Miss . 
Peggv Edwards, a secretary to 
the dean of women at the uni- 
versity and a friend of Miss Mix's, 
telephoned concerning a luncheon 
ap|K>intment with Theora. \\ hen 
Miss Mix had not returned late 
Friday afternoon, Alice Bustin 
called the police. 

By this time other city detec- 
tives, not on the homicide 
squad, temporarily had been 
detailed to the case. Count) 
officials likewise had been work- 
ing on it. Nevertheless, I gave 
the murdered girl's room a 
thorough seiirch. 

There were no letters in the 
place to indicate a love aflair. 
Further, in a later conversation 
with Miss Edwards, we received 
this information : 
■ "My experience with Miss His 
was like that of all others who 
knew her. Theora was \ er) 
quiet, and told me nothing of her 
personal affairs. If she knew an) 
men, 1 never heard of them!" 

But out of the interview with 
the Bustin sisters and the search 
of the room, four points, destined 
to become important in the 
ultimate solution of the crime, 
were brought to the surface 

I. In a drawer, we came across 
an old-fashioned derringer pis- 
tol and a box of .41-caliber 
cartridges. 

2. We learned that Theora habitually carried a brown 
purse with a green clasp, and had taken it with her when she 
left the apartment Thursday night, although she wore no 
hat or coat. 

i. She had gone out several times with a man, an in- 
structor at the university, whose name was said to be Meyers. 

4. She was in the habit of leaving the apartment each 
afternoon at about 5 o'clock, usually returning by 10 
o'clock in the evening. 

HpHE Bustin sisters could not explain the unusual weapon 

found in Theora's dresser drawer. They said that she 
kept it hidden, but gave no reason for possessing it. 

I wondered at the absence of the purse. Perhaps among its 
contents which had been so zealously guarded by the owner 
lay the explanation, or at least the motive, behind the crime, 

In explaining that Theora recently had gone out with a 
man named Meyers, the girls told me that she had had dates 
with him several times, and I jotted his name and university 
connection in my note-book. 

The fact that she was accustomed to be gone from 5 until 
10 o'clock was readilv explained by the girls, who said that 
Theora was athletic, enjoying swimming, horseback riding 
and especially tennis and walking. The last-named exercise 
the girls believed, explained her absence from the apartment 
each evening. 

Leaving the apartment. I learned that Miss Berth. 1 Dillon, 
the switchboard operator at University Hospital, was On duty. 
I immediatel) sought her, since, so far as known, she had 
been the last person, besides the murderer, to see Miss Hix 
alive. W hile receiving instructions concerning the switch 
board operation, the girl had been rather quiet, Miss I lillon 
said. 

At 7:45 I'. M. that 'Thursday night, Miss Mix had smiled 
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and sak! to Miss Dillon: 
"I'm late for a dale, and 
must be going now. I'll 
try to be back between 
nine and nine-thirty." 

"// was the first lime 
thai 1 had seen her smile 
in the two days thai I had 
been teaching her to oper- 
ate the switchboard." Miss 
Dillon told me. 

So! Miss Hix had gone 
to her death with a smile! 
1 recalled the faint enig 
matic smile on her rather 
wide mouth, that in death 
still was present on her face. 
In that "Mona Lisa smile" 
lay, perhaps, an explana- 
tion of her fate. 

Again reporting to Head- 
quarters, I learned that an 
employee of the Federal 
Glass Company in Colum- 
bus had called to tell de- 
tectives that a fellow em- 
ployee had said he knew 
who murdered Miss Hix. 
The man lived near the 
residence of the murdered 
girl, and we lost no time in 
visiting him. I was told 

that the man she had l>een going out with lately was middle- 
aged, wore glasses, and drove a new. dark-blue Ford coupe. 
The man wore horn-rimmed glasses 

I endeavored to get in touch with Meyers, whose full name 
was Marion T. Meyers. He was a thirty-five-year-old in- 
structor in the horticultural department of ,thc university, 
and did research work on corn borers, dividing his time be- 
tween Wooster, Bono and Columbus. I was unable to 
reach him. 

In the meanwhile the newspapers had taken an intense 
interest in the case and were feverishly busy. I found that 
they had sent reporters to Gamma Alpha fraternity, at 1501 
Neil Avenue, where Meyers lived. There they talked to 
Robert Summerbell, an instructor at Northwestern Univer- 
sity, who was on the Ohio State faculty for the summer, and 
a fraternity brother of Meyers. 

CUMMERBELL said that Meyers had told him of a man 
^ with whom Miss Hix had lately had dates, but would 
not disclose the name to reporters unless police were present. 

The next morning the Ohio State Journal printed the follow- 
ing description of the wanted man: 

"Somewhere in Columbus there is a man who is 
heavily built, wears horn-rimmed glasses, is about 
forty, and drives a Ford coupe. 

"This man holds the secret of the murder of Theora 
Hix. 

"This man, name unknown, has been seen fre- 
quently with Miss Hix, recently by friends of the 
murdered girl. 

"If you know of such a man, you may hasten the 
solution of one of the most gruesome crimes in the 
history of Columbus by informing police of your 
knowledge or suspicions " 

Such was the man who had been described to us previously 
bv the employee of the Federal Class Company who promised 
to try to learn the man's name lor US. 

Saturdax morning the Columbus Citizen, an afternoon 
paper, sent its star reporter, James Fusco, with a representa- 
tive of the Police Department, City Detective Larry Van 




Deep mystery enveloped the comings and goings of two persons 
to and from a meagerly furnished room on the second floor of this 
Hubbard Avenue apartment house in Columbus I second floor, 
second window from left 1 and the clues there disclosed were 
destined to play a big part in solving the strange death of Theora 

Hix 



Skaik, to question Sum- 
merbell once more. In 
the presence ol police. 
Summerbell now told them 
the name ol the man w ho. 
Meyers had said, was ,1 
constant companion ol the 
murdered girl, and who 
was the hunted man in 
the blue coupe. 

// was Doctor James 
Howard Snook 

TpHE investigators lost 
no time in hurrying to 
the Doctor's home at 340 
West Tenth Avenue. 

The former world's 
pistol shot champion 
greeted them calnil\ on 
his front porch. He agreed 
to accompany them to 
Police Headquarters, ask 
ing permission to drive his 
automobile. His right 
hand was bandaged and in 
a splint. Van Skaik 
granted him permission to 
drive his new Ford coupe, 
and aided him in getting 
on his coat. 

While this was being 
done, I paid a second visit to the morgue. The injury on tin 
girl's right hand still troubled me. There I found Coroner 
Murphy, w ho had just completed a second autopsy. It shed 
no new angle on the crime, but the Coroner informed nie 
that during the autopsy a man had applied at the morgue 
and had Iieen granted permission to see the dead girl 
Thoughtfully, the Coroner had taken his name and address. 
The man was Marion T. Meyers! 

What did he know of the dead girl or of her death? The 
question was in the Coroner's mind as well as mine, as we 
pondered the possibili 
ties of this latest de- 
velopment. 

Calling Head- 
quarters, I learned 
that a man named 
Meyers had tele- 
phoned to the police 
at 3:15 A. M. Satur- 
day to inquire about 
the murder. He asked 
whether the girl had 
been hurt or killed, 
and when questioned 
as to his relationship 
had answered that he 
was "just a friend" 
and hung up. I^ater, I 
learned that Summer- 
bell had called Meyers 
at Bono and had in- 
formed him of the 
murder. 

I immediately went 
with McCall to the 
fraternity house. 
Meyers was on the 
front porch with some 
friends 

"W ell.'' he said to u 
talked to one man already!" 

We told him who W( were 




Mrs. M. M. Smalley. landlady 
Of the above apartment house, 
who deserves great credit for the 
frank and open manner in which 
she gave valuable information 
to the detectives, and whose 
prompt cooperation proved of 
utmost importance 



you fellows are a little late. I've 



and that we wanted him t< 
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come with us. He looked frightened, and evidently thought 
we were friends of the girl seeking vengeance and about to 
take him "for a ride." He made us display our badges and, 
still not satisfied, conferred with some of his fraternity 
brothers. 

As we pulled away from the curb, some of the men from 
the fraternity house got into an automobile parked at the 
curb and carefully followed us to the police station. 

At Headquarters I found that Doctor Snook was being 
questioned, and I told his interrogators that he answered the 
description of the man given me by the employee of the 
Federal Glass Company. 

Also, I told them that Meyers had informed me en route to 
the city prison that Doctor Snook had been angry at Meyers' 
few dates with the girl, and one night had placed seven tacks 
in the tires of Meyers' car! 

''PHERE was nothing "on" either of the two men, other 
* than their relations with the girl, but they immediately 
were placed under arrest pending investigation, and then 
taken into a private conference. 

Both disclaimed any connection with the murder, but ad- 
mitted taking rides with Miss Hix. 

Doctor Snook, by far, presented the cooler and more 
innocent appear- 
ance. Meyers 
had said at the 
morgue that he 
didn't care about 
the girl, but 
wanted to do 
what he could for 
her parents. He 
said that he had 
been intimately 
acquainted with 
her and had pro- 
posed marriage 
several months 
before. She had 
refused him, say- 
i u g that she 
wished to finish 
school. 

Meyers ad- 
mitted seeing her 
fifteen days be- 
fore the murder, 
and in response 
to questioning 
said: "I wanted 
to see her Thurs- 
day night" — (the 
night of the mur- 
der) — "but was 

afraid to ... / was afraid that something would happen." 

In an account of his actions on the afternoon of the crime, 
Meyers told of going to a Columbus theater. Unfortunately, 
he chose the name of a theater which had been closed for 
several months. For a short while things looked damaging 
for the slight, nervous professor 

Both Coroner Murphy and Constable John Guy estab- 
lished the time of the murder as between 8 and 10 P. M. 
Thursday. Constable Guy said that members of a shooting 
team had l>een using the range until H P. M., and would have 
seen the murder had it occurred l>efore that time. 

Guy himself had been near the field, waiting in hiding for 
chicken thieves from 10 P. M. until after the heavy rain 
which had washed the blood from the girl's body. 

It was, so far, the city's case. City detectives had made 
the arrest and now were questioning suspects. With the 
time of the murder definitely established, the stories of the 
sus|>ects concerning their movements on the night of the 
murder assumed paramount importance. 




Here were two men, intelligent above the average meaning 
of the word, professors in a nationally known university of 
14,000 students, and apparently respectable and harmless 
citizens. Could either of them be guilty? 

Both were known for their individual accomplishments. 
Snook was famed for his marksmanship, exemplified while a 
member of two shooting clubs. Meyers had made his mark 
for a scientific breeding discovery which, it was predicted, 
would increase the output of corn in Ohio five per cent. 
What was their connection with the fiendish murder? 

In explanation of his movements on the night of the murder, 
Doctor Snook said: "School is out now, so I have been doing 
work about the yard. I fixed the gate Thursday, and the 
back-yard. 

"I went' to my office at Ohio State University about seven 
forty-five Thursday night. I was there a while, and then 
went to mail some letters. 

"After that I went to the Scioto golf links to get my shoot- 
ing glasses. I went back to the pharmacy at Tenth and 
High Streets [in the north part of town, not far from the uni- 
versity], I got there right after the night papers came out. 
[The Ohio State Journal's 'Night Green' is off the press at 
8:4s each night.\ From there I went directly to my home." 
When Doctor Snook was brought to Police Headquarters, 

I noticed his 
bandaged right 
hand. He ex- 
plained that it 
had been hurt 
when a wrench 
slipped as he was 
tightening a bolt 
on his automobile 
Wednesday after- 
noon, the day pre- 
ceding the mur- 
d e r . Police 
Surgeon Picker- 
ing examined the 
wound and pro- 
nounced it "not 
new," thereby, 
for a moment, 
blasting the 
surmise that the 
injury had some 
bearing on the 
case. 



MEYERS, in 
his account 



( Above) Examining blood-stained clothing of the murdered girl 
Chester, the brilliant State Prosecutor who handled the Hix case. 

B. Gessman and right. Paul Hicks, his assistants 



center. Jack 
Left, Myron 



of his actions, said 
that he had been 
in the company 
of Summerbell 

until o'clock Thursday night, when Summerbell left. 
Meyers said he then went to his room and wrote several 
letters. Later he went out to mail them, and then went 
to bed., 

Meyers said that he had not seen the girl during the past 
fifteen days. 

Doctor Snook admitted seeing her at the Neil Avenue 
entrance to the university on the night preceding the murder. 
He also told us, without much questioning, that he had for 
some time financed part of Miss Hix's way through college, 
but had discontinued it lately. He said that he had been 
considering employing the girl as a stenographer in his office 
until she told him she had obtained another job. He had 
known her for more than three years, he said. 

The admission that he had helped her financially would 
have been classified even by an unintelligent suspect as 
damaging evidence. I wondered at the Doctor's frank 
acknowledgment of the thing. Was that frankness inspired 
by a clear conscience, or was it the (Continued on page 66) 



"0 




Y 
X 



GIRL" 




Grace Roberts, beautiful Philadelphia model, known as "The 
Girl With the Form Divine." Just a few hours before the 
New Year dawned in 1917 she was found battered and 
strangled to death in her bed — -victim of a ghastly murder 
under most mysterious circumstances 



"Brutally murdered! Grace Roberts, Philadelphia's most 
beautiful model, found strangled in her room . . ."—so 
screamed the blazing newspaper head-lines while scores of the slain 
girl's friends, men prominent in the city's political and business 
circles, trembled inwardly . . . Then black suspicion raised its head 
and pointed to one man. WHO WAS HE? 



By Roger P. Butterfield 



CLAD in lilac silk pa- 
jamas, her head 
bearing the marks of a dozen vicious blows, and a silk 
stocking wound tightly around her throat, the body of 
Grace Roberts, Philadelphia's most beautiful model, was 
found on the lied of her apartment the night of December 30th, 
1916. 

The murder was one of the most sensational in the history 
of the city. Dozens of men prominent in Philadelphia's 
political and business life had l>een admirers of the slain girl, 
whose lieauty had won her the title of "The Girl With the 
Form Divine." Among the photographs in the large collec- 
tion in her private desk, there were found those of men whose 
names would have astounded the public — city officials, 
lawyers, corporation executives, clubmen and wealthy men- 
about-town. 

No writer of fiction could have imagined a more made-to- 



order theme for a murder 
mystery than this — a 
young, beautiful woman, well known in the demi-monde of a 
great city, found slain and battered in her own bed, with every 
indication that the crime was the outcome of a long trail of 
perilous intrigue culminating in a fatal flare-up of passion. 

The murdered girl was one of the best known, yet one of the 
most enigmatic, figures in the gay night life of Philadelphia. 

Her real name was Maizie Colbert, although few outside of 
her most intimate friends knew it. She had grown up in 
Kane, a small up-State Pennsylvania town 

Even in her schoolgirl days, she was strikingly beautiful. 
She had wonderful black eyes, with long, curly eyelashes, 
which made every boy's heart. in town skip a beat as she 
passed him on the street. Her taste in clothes was remarkably 
good, and she -was always the l)est -dressed girl in Kane. She 
was invited to ever> party and dance, and was considered one 
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of the l)est skaters in the village. Everything in Kane was 
hers for the asking, and life seemed a very pleasant thing in- 
deed for gay, young Maizie Colbert. 

Hut her beauty, instead of making her happy, seemed to 
make her restless and dissatisfied. Life in Kane was "too 
slow," and there came a time when the town belle decided to 
go away. 

She and another girl, each of them eighteen, went to Erie. 
They found work, but they were pretty and not anxious to 
work hard. It was easier, they discovered, to obtain gifts and 
money to support themselves by making use of their beauty! 

There is a vague story about a visit 
which Grace and her girl friend made to 
Jamestown, in southern New York 
State, the following summer. Police 
records of that city indicate that the 
two girls were involved in a night fight 
in a house there, and skipped out of 
town in the dead of night, breaking 
their bail bonds. j 

AFTER this episode, Grace decided 
to go to Philadelphia. She obtained 
a position as a manicure there, and 
made the acquaintance of many in- 
fluential men while polishing their 
finger-nails. Soon she was operating 
her own manicure shop in a down-town 
hotel. 

The shop, which was financed by a 
wealthy friend, prospered, and Grace 
l>egan to wear expensive jewels and 
furs, and to drive her own motor-car! 

About this time, the beauty of her 
classic figure was at its height, and she 
Iwcame jxipular as an artist's model. 
So successful was she in this work that 
she eventually sold her 
manicure establish- 
ment, and devoted all 
her time to posing. 

A series of silk stock- 
ing advertisements for 
which she served as 
model at one time won 
her another of the so- 
briquets by which she 
was known: "The 
Onyx Girl." Curiously 
enough, the title seemed 
to fit her colorful, many- 
sided personality. 

For a time she was 
a familiar figure at the 
gay parties and balls 
staged by the artists 
and their friends. Hut 
the care-free atmos- 
phere of Philadelphia's 
Bohemia held little at- 
traction for the hard- 
headed and ambitious 
girl. 

< ".radually she with- 
drew more and more 
from the artistic world, 
and was seen in fash- 
ionable restaurants 
and night clubs, ac- 
companied by wealthy men-about-town. Her fine figure, 
dark hair and eyes, and (lawless, regular features, reminiscent 
of the famous beauty. Lady Hamilton, won her much admira- 
tion, and her circle of influential friends steadily widened. 

Among these, ( '.race numbered a few particular favorites. 




one of whom., it was generally believed, supported her cozy 
little establishment in the Wilton Apartments, on the corner 
of Eifteenth and Poplar Streets. Her rooms were directly 
across the street from the great auditorium which Oscar 
Hammerstein built for the Metropolitan Opera's perform- 
ances in Philadelphia. Her favored friends included a 
prominent attorney, a railroad official, a physician and a 
society man living in an exclusive suburb, whose names 
were learned from notes and letters found in her rooms after 
her death. 

Another man, with whom the beautiful model frequently 
appeared at cafes and night clubs, was 
a wealthy up-State brewer's son, whom 
we shall designate as "Champagne 
Charley" Carr. A large diamond ring 
which she always wore on a finger of her 
left hand was generally known to be a 
gift from him. 

Among women, Grace seemed to have 
few friends. Her schoolgirl chum from 
Kane dropped out of her life after the 
James'town incident. Marie Collins, 
a young woman who had an apart- 
ment above Grace's in the Wilton, 
appears to be the nearest approach to a 
confidante that she possessed. She 
was far too popular with men to 
have many good friends among her 
own sex! 

Her own family worshiped her for 
the kindnesses which she showered 
upon them. They had moved from 
Kane to a little house in West Phila- 
delphia, at her own suggestion, and her 
affection for them showed itself con- 
stantly in lavish and generous gifts. 
They were always loyal to her, al- 
though they realized 
■M^HH^H that she was tread- 
ing a doubtful, if easy, 
path! If the world 




shook its 
whispered, 
defended 
earnestlv. 



head and 
they only 
her more 
They were 



Ethel (left) and Mabel Kyle, the two attractive sisters who were innocently 
drawn into the encircling web of this notorious case through a chance 

acquaintanceship that cost them a nerve-racking experience. 
(Top) Marie Collins, friend of Grace Roberts. She was one of the last 
persons to talk with the murdered girl before her mysterious death 



her only true friends, 
and as Grace began to 
sense the dangers of 
her butterfly existence, 
she learned to appre- 
ciate her family more. 

T3UT the awaken- 
ing came too late! 
Her feet had already 
carried her so far 
along the path she 
was treading that there 
was no chance to turn 
back. She continued — 
dancing, posing, living 
lightly for the mo- 
ment, while about her 
seethed currents of 
jealousy and passion 
which were ultimately 
to drag her down to 
destruction and a deat h 
of violence and horror 
in the height of her youth and beauty. 

This, then, was the girl who, at the age of twenty-five, 
was found battered and choked in her bed on the night of 
Saturday, December 30th, 1916! 

Her own sister, Bessie Colbert, made the discovery. Bessie 
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had called and, 
learning that 
Grace had not 
been seen since 
the previous 
morning, induced 
the colored jani tor, 
Richard Ben- 
jamin, to climb 
through the tran- 
som and open the 
apartment door 
from the inside. 

On the bed in 
the next room lay 
the bodv of the 
"Onyx Girl," clad 
in clinging silk 
which was 
drenched and stiff 
with blood. Her 
face and head had 
been crushed with 
an electric iron 
which still lay be- 
side her bed, but 
death was ac- 
t u a 1 1 y due to 
strangulatio n 
from the long silk 
stocking knotted 
about her throat. 
A sheet had been 
thrown over her 
face, as though 
the sight of his 
deed had been too 
much for the mur- 
derer to bear! 



A CLUMSY at- 
tempt, either 
to indicate suicide 
or to end the slay- 
er's own life, was 
revealed by a tube 
dangling from the 
gas jet above the 
head of the bed. 

The end just brushed the slain girl's lips 
as she lay on the bed. 

In the other rooms of the apartment, a 
scene of indescribable confusion met the 
eyes of the horrified sister and janitor. The 
expensive brocaded drapes which decorated 
the bay window in the sitting-room, facing 
on Poplar Street, were ripped down and 
trampled on the floor. Blood stains spattered 
the telephone, rugs, furniture and curtains. 
Two chairs were overturned, and in the din- 
ing-room a tray of dishes stood at the edge of 
a small wire table, almost ready to fall to the 
floor. Even the dishes were covered with 
blood! 

In the bathroom, to the rear of the bed- 
room, blood stains reddened the w : ash-bowl 
and towels which the slayer had used. 

The Detective Bureau at Citv Hall was 






immediately 

notified of the murder by Benjamin, the janitor, and within 
an hour, a score or more of detectives and police officials 
were on the scene. 

She had l>een dead thirty-six hours, the medical examination 
revealed. The murder, therefore, had taken place Friday 
morning, the day before — December 29th. 



The detectives' 
first task was to 
ascertain exactly 
what had hap- 
pened in Grace's 
apartment, as in- 
dicated by the 
trails and stains 
of blood and the 
position of the 
dead girl's body. 

Here is what 
they concluded : 
There had been 
a heated quarrel 
between the 
model and some 
man who was 
visiting her. 1 1 
was impossible to 
tell, of course, 
how it started, 
although it 
seemed likely that 
the man had come 
prepared to 
thrash out some 
grudge he held 
against the girl. 

r\U RING the 
argument, 
Grace's visitor 
evidently struck 
her in the face, a 
ring on his hand 
opening up a gash 
across the bridge 
of her nose. The 
cut bled pro- 
fusely, causing 
many of the small 
blood stains found 
on the furniture 
and floor. 

Theinjured 
girl,' frightened 
^ ■■ mm and dazed by the 

blow, apparently 
ran to the window facing the street and tried 
to scream for help. Her assailant, presum- 
ably a man who could take no risk of being 
exposed, ran after her in a desperate attempt 
to prevent her from arousing the neighbor 
hood. 

Snatching up the electric iron, the first 
thing he saw within reach, he brought it 
down heavily on her head, knocking her un- 
conscious! Striking her several more times 
to make sure she was subdued, he caught her 
in his arms and dragged her limp form to the 
l)ed, where he tied the stocking around her 
throat. As the unfortunate girl revived, the 
murderer held her arms outstretched on the 
bed to prevent her from loosening the 
stocking. Thus he held her pinioned while, 
slowly, she choked to death. 
Despite the terrible disorder into which the apartment had 
been thrown by the unequal struggle, a number of valuable 
clues were found. 

A Chicago time-table discovered on a table in the front 
room was considered im|K>rtant, l)ecause it was learned that 
Grace had told a friend that a man who visited her was going 
to Chicago earlier in the week. She had added that she leared 



(Above) The apart 
ment house at 15th 
and Poplar Streets, 
Philadelphia, where 
Grace Roberts met 
her tragic end. Her 
apartment was on 
the first floor right, 
front. (Left) Dis- 
trict Attorney 
Samuel P. Rotan. 
(Right) Captain 
James Tate, head 
of the Detective 
Bureau, who direct- 
ed the investigation. 
(Below ) Coroner 
William R. Knight 
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his return, as he had threatened her 
after a jealous quarrel. 

But lucked away in the far corner of 
one of the drawers of the model's bureau 
was found a far more sensational clue! 
// was a mail's shirt, size 15, the blue 
stripes of which were heavily dappled with 
blond. 

Rolled up with it was a blood-stained 
collar, size 15/^. 

The discovery of these two articles 
proved beyond a doubt that the mur- 
derer's clothes had been soaked in his 
victim's blood before he left the apart- 
ment, and that the suit and shoes he wore 
in making his escape were probably 
stained in a similar fashion. 

PAPTA1N JAMES TATE, comman- 
der of the Philadelphia Detective 
Bureau, assumed active charge of the 
investigation at once, and began the 
questioning of relatives and acquain- 
tances of the slain girl. 

The colored janitor, Benjamin, was 
the first person quizzed. 

He revealed that Grace Roberts had 
moved into the apartment thirteen 
months earlier, in November, 1915; 
that she had entertained visitors fre- 
quently — usually men; and that one of 
these callers, who was par- 
ticularly remembered by 
Benjamin and his wife, had 
been given the rather sin- 
ister nickname, by the 
janitor, of "The Bulldog.'' if 






This man, a thick-set, medium-sized individual with a 
glowering countenance and heavy jaws, had very peculiar 
ways. Always, when he called on Grace, he would shout and 
create a disturbance liefore going in and ringing the M\ of her 
apartment ! 

On three occasions, Grace had complained to the janitor of 
attempts to spy on her. 

The first was shortly after she moved in, when she told the 
janitor that a man had attempted to break into her bath- 
room, in the rear of the a|>artment facing a courtyard. She 
had seen him |>eering at her, and had gone into another room 
to watch him, when he tried to break in, she told Benjamin. 

Some time later she notified the janitor that her apartment 
had been broken into and ransacked during her absence. 
The door had been pried open, the lock being broken and 
t he jamb splintered. Only a few letters were missing, however. 

On the Thursday before Christmas, less than two weeks be- 
fore she was murdered, she had again come to Benjamin and 
reported that her mail-box had been pried open and more 
letters taken. 



Evidently, someone who was very 
jealous of the beautiful model had been 
keeping a close watch on her actions and 
correspondence! 

The fact that jealousy, rather than 
robbery, was the probable motive for 
the murder, was further indicated by a 
check-up on her jewelry'- Every piece 
but one was located or accounted for — 
and that was the diamond ring which 
"Champagne Charley" had given her! 

Was it possible that the murderer had 
been actuated by jealousy in some way 
centering about the missing ring? 

The last clue, which questioning of 
the janitor and occupants of the apart- 
ment house revealed, was a mysterious 
taxicab which had lieen seen hovering 
about the house early Friday morning, 
the day Grace was murdered. 

This cab, Captain Tate was con- 
vinced, had carried the murderer of 
Grace Roberts to her apartment. He 
issued orders at once to his keenest aides 
to locate the driver of the mystery- 
taxi. 

nPHF first announcement of the dis- 
covery of the slain model's body was 
carried in the Sunday morning news- 
papers, December 31st, and caused con- 
sternation in many places, high and low, 
throughout the city. But nowhere were 
such pathetic scenes of grief en- 
acted as in the unpretentious 
home of her family in West 
Philadelphia. 

Her mother, who was ill, 
collapsed when told of her daugh- 
ter's tragic death, while her father, 
James Colbert, who was seventy- 
four, recalled, with tears streaming 
down his face, that Grace had 
driven to their home on Christmas 
Day, only a week before, to leave 
them a turkey for their holiday 
dinner. 

"Maizie" — (her family always 
used her childhood name) — "was 
a good girl, whatever has been 
said about her!" he cried. "No 
one could have been kinder to her 
old father and mother than she 
was. She earned her living hon- 
estly, and anything said to the contrary is a lie!" 

Detectives working on the case soon learned that two tele- 
phone calls were listed for Grace's apartment on the morning 
she was killed. 

One of these had come from Marie Collins, the girl friend of 
Grace's who lived in the same apartment house. The other 
call was also traced, but the result proved rather embarrass- 
ing to the investigators! 

The last man, it seemed, with whom Grace had talked — 
except, of course, her murderer — was none other than Police 
Magistrate Harry J. Imber! 

The Magistrate, however, revealed that he had only talked 
to Grace about some boxing tickets which she had asked him 
to get for her father-and brother. She had called him to ask 
again about the tickets, and after he had assured her that he 
would get them, she had hung up the receiver. 

A half-hour later she was lying murdered on her bed. while 
her slayer, fumbling dazedly, was attempting to wash the 
dark stains of guilt from his hands and face as, presumably, he 
prepared for his escape! 



This is Bernard Lewis' hand. 
Were the marks on his fingers, as 
shown in this photograph, teeth 
marks made by Grace Roberts 
in her dying agonies? 

1 Top) A revealing portrait of the 
ill-fated Grace Roberts, showing 
in her features that life held 
many sorrows for her 
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The detectives made a painstaking effort to set the exact 
times when both Marie Collins and Magistrate Imber had 
last talked to Grace on the telephone. 

Marie at first declared she had talked to Grace "about 
eleven o'clock" on Friday morning. At that time, she said, 
Grace told her that a friend was visiting her, and said that she 
would come up later and chat. I.ater, with the help of her 
sister, Ruth, Marie Collins revised the time of the telephone 
conversation to about 10 o'clock, or a few minutes before. 

The younger girl told the detectives she had walked to 
Marie's apartment from Thirteenth and Brown Streets, three 
blocks away, about 8:30 in the morning, and that an hour 
later she returned home for 
some clothing. She had 
hurried back to the apart- 
ment, arriving just after 
10, and at that time Marie 
had just finished talking to 
Grace. 

The time of the call to 
Magistrate Imberappeared 
to be more doubtful. It, 
too, was first reported as 
being made "about eleven 
o'clock," and it was an- 
swered by one of the 
Magistrate's constables, 
Weinstein, who turned the 
telephone over to Imber. 

In discussing the call 
later, Imber said he was 
sure it had been made at 
almost exactly 10 o'clock. 

"I had been to the police 
station, and held my usual 
morning hearings," he said. 
"That was about eight- 
thirty or eight forty-five, 
and when I returned, it w-as 
just ten. Almost as I en- 
tered the door, Weinstein 
answered the phone, and 
turned it over to me." 

The Magistrate, nettled 
by the publicity he received 
when it was shown he was a 
friend of the model, told 
reporters: 



not ashamed I knew 
race Roberts, or that 



I talked to her. She was a 
splendid girl! Just before 

Christmas, she pawned a lavaliere in order to buy presents 
for her family!" 

While some rneml)ers of Captain Tate's squad were tracing 
down the telephone calls to Grace's apartment, others had 
located the driver of the taxicab which had been seen hover- 
ing around the Wilton Apartments the morning she was 
murdered. 

From him they learned that a distinguished-looking 
young man, wearing pince-nez glasses, had descended from 
the cab at the Wilton Apartments at 2 o'clock on the morn- 
ing Grace Roberts was killed, and did not reappear for the 
rest of the night. 

The driver, Elwood Powell, was only too glad to tell all he 
knew to the police. He had been forced to leave at 9 o'clock 
the next morning without collecting a §19 cab bill which his 
well-dressed "fare" owed him! 

"The man got into my cab with two young women at the 
Bellcvue-Stratford Hotel about twelve-fifteen A. M.," 
Powell declared. "They told me to head toward German- 
town. The man apparently was a stranger in town, for the 
two girls had to give me directions. They had me drive up 



Wissahickon Avenue to Hansberry Street, and then east to 
the third small street, just at the edge of the Gerrhantown 
Cricket Club. 

"There my passengers got out. They walked to the second 
or third house from the corner, and the man returned. He was 
only gone a minute. Then he sprang into the seat beside me 
and said: '/ want a little air.' 

"A moment later he said: '/ have a tale of woe, my friend — 
do you want to hear it?' 

"I told him I was used to hearing most everything, and 
said, 'Go ahead,' but he changed the subject and asked me the 
location of the Metropolitan Opera House. 

"I told him it was on 
Poplar Street, and he 
then asked me what street 
it was where the trolley- 
cars ran under the Broad 
Street Station. 

"T SAID that was Fifteenth 
*■ Street. He said : 'That's 
right! There is an apart- 
ment house at that comer, 
isn't there? I've been there, 
but never from this part 
of the city. Take me there!' 

"He then got back in the 
cab, and I started down 
Broad Street as far as 
Columbia Avenue, where 
he asked me to turn over 
and go down Fifteenth. I 
did this, and stopped my 
cab just above Poplar 
Street, where he got out. 

"He walked around to 
the door of the Wilton 
Apartments, and that was 
{Continued on page 69) 



(Left) The handsome man 
of mystery, Bernard W. 
Lewis, who kept the de- 
tectives guessing in " their 
exciting search for the 
murderer of Grace Roberts 

Below States Villa Hotel, 
Atlantic City, where the 
"long trail" ended in a 
shocking tragedy. The 
detectives, in fact, were 
just a few seconds too late 
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[Above) Chief Daniel T. McKelvey, who 
led the fight against Fotte. Because of 
McKelvey's work on this case, his own 
home was dynamited and left a ruin of 

blackened walls 
(Right) Lewis D. Buono, Chief of Schuylkill 
County detectives. Chief McKelvey says of 
him and his partner, Frank P. Post, relative 
to their activities in this notorious case: 
"It would require volumes to record the 
good work they did" 



J^S 1 drove out of the I.ehigh Valley 
/ % train yard in Hazleton, Pennsylvania, 
X early on June 14th, 1926, my car 
almost collided with that of Frank 
Fotte, "czar" of the coal region's vice ring. 

1 11 those days, the scales of justice in Schuylkill and Luzerne 
Counties were badly out of gear. It was no unusual sight, 
on the streets of Hazleton, Shenandoah, Pottsville and Ring- 
town, to see one or more of Fotte's cars carrying girl enter- 
tainers, racing along, transporting them from one disorderly 
road-house to another, or bringing them in and taking them 
out of the State. 

From statements made to the police by inmates of these 
resorts, it was known that the houses were connected with 
similar places in New Jersey, Maryland and New York. 
Political influence and graft, however, protected the men who 
controlled them, and the girls' statements served only to 
send certain of the "entertainers" away, while their employers 
went free. 

On this particular morning. Fotte was lolling back on the 
lawn-colored cord upholstery of his low-swung Pierce-Arrow. 
Diamonds blazed in his four-in-hand tie and sparkled on his 
right hand, between the fingers of which he held an expensive, 
half-smoked cigar. As usual, his eyes were half-closed — but 
they missed nothing. They did not miss, for instance, our 
near-accident. This was evidenced as he turned his head 
slowly toward me and favored me with a lazy sneer from his 
thick, sharply chiseled 

1 was on my way to the garage where I keep my car when I 
am out of town. An hour before, 1 had received a tip that a 
couple of train robbers whom 1 was after had been seen in a 
Pike County resort — and I got on their trail at once. 

The following afternoon, I picked up a New York newspaper 
and read: 
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Here is a true story of an inhuman 
monster trading in human lives; 
how Chief McKelvey and his 
detectives trailed him, trapped 
him, and then 

By Daniel T. McKelvey 

President of the Police Chiefs 
of Pennsylvania 

As told to 
Isabel Stephen 



ATROCIOUS ATTEMPT TO BURN 
PRIEST ALIVE! 

"The rectory of the Holy Rosary Catholic 
Church at Mahanoy Plane, Pa., was de- 
stroyed by fire at two o'clock this morning. 
The rector, the Rev. P. J. Fleming, and two 
other persons of the household escaped in 
their nightclothes. The loss is $3,000. 

"The Reverend Fleming recently attacked 
in sermons the operation of several bawdy- 
houses in the vicinity of Mahanoy Plane. 

"Shortly before the fire, three cars were 
seen to drive up to the rectory and stop for 
a few minutes while the occupants alighted, and then drove 
away. The third car, however, was abandoned, when the 
driver flooded the engine with gas and was unable to start 
it. Several suspects are under investigation. 

"Frank Fotte of Shenandoah, and Carlo Romalo of Ring- 
town, were held on suspicion in connection with the arson, 
but were released upon furnishing alibis. Romalo, who ad- 
mitted ownership of the stalled car, said it had been stolen 
the day before the fire." 

IT took me five weeks of plugging through the wild moun- 
tain regions of Pike County before I finally overtook my 
train robbers and hauled them back to Hazleton. There 1 
locked them up in jail, and returned to my office. 

I had barely started to open my accumulated mail when 
Doctor L, F. Donaghue. of Hazleton. called. He appeared 
very grave, and there was a weary' look in his usually twink- 
ling eyes. 

After the preliminaries of greeting were over, he explained 
that the mine workers and citizens of Luzerne and Schuylkill 
Counties had banded together and formed a "Law and Order 
Committee" in an attempt to combat the vice conditions. 
He himself had been made chairman of the committee, 

"The burning of Father Fleming's rector)', with the evi- 
dent intention to burn alive the rector and other occupants of 
the house, has aroused intense feeling." he said. "Frank 
Fotte and Carlo Romalo were picked up right after the fire, 
but after a brief hearing they were let go. However, a tre- 
mendous howl went up at this, and they were re-arrested. 
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Rectory of the Holy Rosary Catholic Church at Mahanoy Plane, Pa., destroyed 
by an incendiary fire at 2 A.M., on June 15th, 1926, after its rector, the beloved 
priest. Reverend P. J. Fleming, had narrowly escaped from its inferno, in which 
the perpetrator planned to burn him alive 



together wirh An- 
thony and Mike 
Spallone and An- 
t h o n y Scatton. 
Fotte and Romalo 
and the Spallones 
are now out on 
four thousand 
dollars' hail. 

"Now, Dan, un- 
less we do some- 
thing ourselves, the 
trial of those men 
is going to be a 
farce. The State 
and county police, 
en masse, are fine 
fellows, hut you 
know what's hap- 
pened to their evi- 
dence time after 
time when Fotte's 
places have been 
raided." — (Fotte's 
places had lx*en 
raided twenty times 
without a convic- 
tion.) — "He and 
his gang don't even 
bother to go to 
court to listen to 
the verdicts that 
free them 'for want 

of evidence'! This time, though, it does look as if they've 
overshot themselves in the Mahanoy Plane atrocity ! Here's 
an editorial that pretty clearly expresses the sentiments of 
the people." 

The Doctor handed me a copy of the morning paper, 
pointing with his long, slender forefinger to the following 
paragraph : 

. . There is nothing worse for the observance of the law than 
to have fellows of the Romalo and Fotte type continually 
breaking it and laughing at the efforts to punish them. This 
crowd has been accustomed to doing pretty much as they 
pleased throughout two counties, and even self-respecting, 
law-observing people have reached the point where they 
seem to feel that these fellows are exempt and have to be 
treated with the respect due to characters of great power 
and influence. 

Their latest outrage is a crime that has shaken the very 
foundations of ordered society. . . . 

f NODDFD, and returned the sheet to him. 

"We feel." he went on, "that we are up against a stone 
wall, and that the authorities won't go any further with the 
investigation. So Cardinal Dougherty and the congrega- 
tion of the Holy Rosary Church are engaging special counsel 
to sec that justice is done at the trial. But this isn't a matter 
that interests any special group of people — members of all 
denominations and races have handed themselves together 
and formed this committee, of which they have made me 
chairman. We have engaged M. M. Burke of Shenandoah, 
;is our counsel. 

"What we want, Dan, is that you go after these impudent 
scoundrels and get the evidence we'll need." 

Doctor Donaghue is ordinarily a man of few words. I 
had been unable to follow the progress of the arson investiga- 
tion because of my absence, but his earnest intensity con- 
veyed to me better than the most detailed news account could 
have done, the seriousness with which the people of Luzerne 
and Schuylkill Counties had at last come to view the shackling 



• * ii M 



of Justice — and 
their desire to put 
her scales in 
order. 

I assured Doctor 
Donaghue that I 
would be only too 
happy to take the 
case, and believed 
that through my 
acquaintances in 
the underworld I 
would be able to 
break open valu- 
able leads toward 
convictions. The 
Lehigh Valley Rail- 
road, for which I 
was working as in- 
vestigator, would, I 
knew, willingly give 
me the necessary 
leave of absence. 

Briefly, then, he 
outlined the case 
against Frank 
Fotte, alias Fotti, 
as follows: 



1. 



Motive: Father 
Fleming had 
denounced the 
owner, Fotte, of the 

notorious hotel, Tilly Billy, in Mahanoy Plane, on the Sunday 
previous to the arson; he had told his congregation that a 
famous speaker was going to come to Mahanoy Plane on the 
following Tuesday night and make an address in front of the 
Tilly Billy establishment. He had asked that every' red- 
blooded citizen in the town be present. 

2. Fotte had purchased five gallons of gasoline on the after- 
noon previous to the arson, at Shack's Garage in Shenandoah. 
He had it pumped into a brand-new can exactly similar to 
the one found discarded on the porch of the rectory. He had 
refused to permit the garage man to take the can out of the 
car, hut had directed that the gas be pumped into it where it 
stood on the floor of his car. A new, gasoline-soaked cork, 
also found in the rectory yard, was said by the garage man to 
resemble the one used by Fotte as a stopper. 

3. Citizens who, distrustful of the authorities, turned them- 
selves into amateur detectives, had learned from the High- 
way Department that the car left stalled in front of the rectory 
was licensed under the name of Carlo Romalo. They also 
learned that Fotte had never sold that car to Romalo, as he 
claimed; the title was only "conveniently" transferred to his 
lieutenant. A few days after the fire, Fotte took it hack and 
sold it to his brother-in-law in Hazleton. 

4. These same amateur detectives, in the presence of 
police officers, had searched the car at the scene of the crime. 
On the hack seat they found a light top coat. Nothing was 
in the pockets of the coat. In the pockets of the car, however, 
they found cards advertising Frank Fotte's restaurant in 
Shenandoah; a bill from Thomas A. Bevan, of Mahanoy, ad- 
dressed to Fotte and charging him with work done for the 
Tilly Billy; a blackjack, a revolver and a box of cartridges. 

"In spite of his alibi," I said to Doctor Donaghue, after 
considering this evidence, "I believe Frank Fotte, himself, 
was at the fire. He is the vindictive type that wouldn't be 
satisfied unless he had a personal hand in putting his ven- 
geance into effect, so long as he believed he could do it by 
stabbing somebody in the hack!" 
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We parted, and I called up the general manager of the 
Lehigh Valley Railroad and obtained the necessary- per- 
mission to take on the job of putting Frank Fotte at the scene 
of the fire. 

Of course, in doing this, my main object was to break down 
Fotte's alibi, which was backed by his wife, a servant and 
three guests of his hotel in Shenandoah. These guests, 
contrary to law, had not registered. 

As I remarked to Doctor Donaghue, I was convinced in my 
own mind that 
Fotte had been at 
the fire. But I 
would have been 
very much sur- 
prised indeed if he 
h a d n't provided 
himself with an 
alibi. Every "good" 
crook puts as much 
thought into the 
preparation of his 
alibi in advance of 
the crime he con- 
templates, as he 
does into the plan- 
ning of the details 
of the job itself. 

POTTE'S alibi, in 
* view of his bad 
reputation, was not 
a very strong one, 
as the reader has 
probably noted ; but 
merely breaking it 
down would not 
have put us much 
further forward. To 
explain this, I shall 
quote Judge Koch's 
interpretation of an 
alibi as he gave it 
in his charge to the 
jury in this case: 
"An alibi" — (I 
airi quoting him 
verbatim) — "must 
put a man away 
from the place at 
the time of the hap- 
pening of the event 

... If it does, then this man must l>e let go, 
and you need not worry about the con- 
tradictions in the case. If the alibi is true, 
that ends it; but if the alibi is not proved, then it does not follow 
tliat because he has failed to show that he was somewhere else, 
he must have been there" — (t. e., at the Mahanoy Plane arson). 
"That does not follow, because there are so many other places 
in the world that he might have been, other than at his own 
hotel. So it does not follow as a fact, but the jury can con- 
sider it in that connection. The fact that an alibi fails is 
not conclusive of a defendant's guilt." 

And, further, he quotes the law: "Every defendant charged 
with any crime is presumecTby the law to be innocent, and 
the burden is placed upon the Commonwealth to prove him 
gtiilty of the crime charged in the indictment beyond any 
reasonable doubt . . . The defendant is never railed upon to 
prove his innocence." 

This will give the reader some idea of what a workaday, 
not a. fictitious, detective is up against, in gathering evidence 
against a suspect. It should explain, also, just how pretty 
Fotte was sitting 

My first step, nevertheless, was to go over to Mahanoy 
Plane, to see whether the victim of the arson could help us. 




(Above) The notorious 
Tilly Billy, one of 
Fotte's "places." Note 
it has been used as 
a billboard since the 
burning of the rectory, 
noted on the preceding 
page. On the right is 
the alley the three 
rogues ran up to get in 
the back entrance, 
while Fotte waited out- 
side 



I did this as soon as Doctor Donaghue left my office. You 
see, the Prosecution takes the opposite stand from the Court; 
a detective presumes that a suspect is guilty until he gets 
himself out of the mess by proving that he is innocent! 

As I drove down the rolling hills toward Mahanoy Plane, 
I passed at least seventy-five disorderly road-houses dotted 
all over the beautiful wooded and cultivated landscape 
Dreary clapboard shacks, homey-looking rambling-rose- 
covered cottages, smart brick and stone houses, dingy 

down - at - the - 
heels hotels, old- 
time saloons — there 
was entertainment 
for every purse. 

I found Father 
Fleming living with 
neighbors in the 
vi c i n i t y of his 
church. He is a 
man in early middle 
life, tall, slender, 
dark, with i tense 
aggressiveness of 
manner developed 
by his unremitting 
warfare with the 
lawless influences 
in his parish. 

It was a broiling 
hot day, and M.i 
hanoy's Main 
Street was simmer- 
ing under a scorch- 
ing sun. Across the 
rail road tracks, 
about two short 
squares distant, we 
could see from our 
seats on the ver- 
anda the Tilly Bill) 
Hotel that had 
caused all the 
trouble. 



(Left) Anthony Spal 
lone, one of the con- 
spirators in the plot at 
the Dew Drop Inn, 
near Ringtown, Pa., 
who was afterward used 
by the detectives in 
their scheme to trap 
the ringleader, Fotte, 
on a ruse that worked. 
It was Spallone who, 
Romaic swore, drove 
the gangsters to the 
rectory 



'PO me, it looked 
like a mighty 
tawdry palace o< 
synthetic joy. The 
shades were all 
drawn just as they 
had been when its 
inmates fled on the day after the arson 
five weeks previous. Both of the wide 
windows on the first floor, which had 
formerly borne the name of the resort in flaming letters, wen- 
boarded up, and were being used as advertising space for 
burlesque and movie shows. It reminded me of a lad) 
vagrant who had spent the night in jail and was awaiting 
sentence the following morning without lienefit of lipstick or 
powder compact. 

"I understand Frank Fotte threatened you more than once," 
I said to Father Fleming. 

"That's true," he answered tersely. "But I thought 
nothing about it. It is seldom that a man who threatens, 
acts." 

I asked him when he first had personally encountered 
Frank Fotte. 

"Shortly after he opened that place" — nodding in the direr 
don of the shameless Tilly Billy. "Fotte came to the rectory 
and wanted to see me, he said. My sister had opened the 
door, and she showed him into the parlor. Then she came 
into my Study, where I was preparing my sermon. I told 
her to bring him in. There was nothing threatening in his 
attitude then. He said that he had heard I was denouncing 
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his hotel, and asked me to refrain. Very politely, he put it as 
an unfair action on my part, and I said: 

" 'If you run a decent, respectable hotel, I will not pro- 
test against you; but as long as you are going to run a 
bawdy-house in this town, which I know on reliable in- 
formation you are doing, I am going to denounce you, and 
keep on denouncing you with all the powers at my com- 
mand!' 

"He didn't say a word, but got up and left at once. In 
fact, we didn't speak again until one afternoon shortly 
before the fire, when we came face to face on Main Street. 
I said to him: 

" 'You must close up that house of disrepute across the 
tracks!' 

'"You mind your - — church, and I'll mind my 

house!' he snarled." 

This interview gave me additional circumstantial evidence 
against Fotte: his visit to the rectory had given him an op- 
portunity to study its layout and undoubtedly helped him in 
planning his attempted holocaust; on the other hand, he had 
thrown a boomerang in admitting ownership of the Tilly 
Billy, which, since the Holy Rosary fire, he had disowned. 

Across the tracks from the rectory was 
the house of Mr. and Mrs. William Mc- 
Carthy, who had actually witnessed the 
arson. McCarthy, who is a section fore- 
man on the Reading Railway, wasat work, 
but his wife was at home. 

After expressing her indignation against 
the miscreants with real Irish eloquence, 
she gave me her story, graphically describ- 
ing the scene. 

She had been awakened, she said, by 
hearing her husband shouting: 





blowing into the room in gusts which flooded the floor. 

When she asked him what the trouble was, McCarthy had 
gasped : 

"The fiends are burning Father Fleming alive! I'm going 
down to see what I can do! Come to the window and holler 
'Fire!' " 

She did as he liade. When she reached the window and 
looked out. she saw an automobile standing in front of the 
rectory gate. On the porch were two figures, one a little be- 
hind the other. In front of them were two small blazes. Sud- 
denly, both turned and ran toward the pavement. For a 
moment, they stood close together. Then one threw 
what looked like a ball of fire toward the porch. Almost 
immediately, it seemed to her, the whole place burst into 
flames. 

One of the men, she said, was tall and rather heavily built. 
Me had on a light top coat and cap; the collar of his coat was 
turned up and his cap was pulled down over his brow. His 
companion was shorter and of lighter build, and wore a dark 
suit and cap. She saw her husband running frantically to- 
ward the back of the building The two men, after attempt- 
ing to push I he car along the curb, disappeared behind it. 

A crowd had quickly gathered, and in 
the confusion the men made their escape. 
Neither she nor her husband had been 
able to see the incendiaries clearly enough 
to identify them, nor were they able to 
tell whether or not there were more than 
two. 

Throughout the day, I questioned 
many persons. There was no object in 
seeking to make my connection with the 
investigation secret. I knew this would 
be useless; Fotte had too many informants 



View of Mahanoy Plane. The new church can be seen on the left. It was from the 'first high step on the right that the eye- 
witness first saw the flames of the burning rectory. {Top) Mae Ramsey, known as "Jerry." Chief McKelvey, in questioning 
her relative to the plot at the Dew Drop, found difficulty in getting any reil information from her 



"FIRE! MURDER! HELP!" 

There was an oil lamp burning in the bedroom, and she 
saw him standing near the window, struggling into his 
clothes. He had taken the screen from the window, and the 
rain, which was coming down in torrents that night, was 



scattered throughout the community. I did not doubt that 
he knew befor» I did, that the mine owners and citizens were 
planning to engage me for the investigation. 

I. too, have many informants scattered throughout the 
underworld: innocent-locking little spiders whom nobody 
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suspects "l helping me to weave my webs; nu n and girls 
whom I have helped at one time or another. And il was 
chiefly from those lawless friends that I expected to obtain the 
greatest assistance. 

Therefore, I was not at all greatly surprised when, early 
the following morning, a feminine voice called me on the tele- 
phone before I was out of bed. 

"Say, Mr. McKelvey," it said, "here's a tip tor vousc! 
Listen close — I've not to speak low: Jeff Palermo's gonu to 
take Little I'earl out of town to-night. Watch f'r cm at the 
Caruso and " 

The message ended abruptly. I cannot reproduce the exact 
accent of my secret informer, though through my v-'ork in the 
mines when 1 was a boy, and later on as a detective 1 have 
gained a smattering of Polish, Slavic. Italian and Lithuanian, 
the foreign languages most commonly used in the -lining 
regions. 

As I hung up the re- 
ceiver. I pictured at the 
other end of the line 
none other than "Little 
Pearl" herself. I don't 
know what name Pearl 
brought with her from 
Lithuania, but before 
she emerged from girl- 
hood she had started ac- 
cumulating a string of 
aliases, as a scholar ac- 
cumulates a string of 
degrees — only in Pearl's 
case thej were degrees 
of descent into laser, 
rather than ascent into 

higher, knowledge. 

Anywaj . her favorite 
alias was "Pearl White." 

During the day* I 
dropped into many 
speak-easies and rende/ 
vous for crooks. Then- 
was an atmosphere of 
uneasiness in those 
places. 1 heard scraps of 
conversation discussing 
the possible outcome of 
the stand taken by the 

"Committee." Fotte Jnd Romaic were in hiding, it seemed— 
and this fact was having a demoralizing influence on their 
followers. 

"Gosh, I wonder they let Fotte go." I heard a Lithuanian 
say to another man. (They weie ieated in a booth next to 
mine, and did not know thev were being overheard. ) "I saw 
him put the match to the gasoline!'' 

"You're Crazy!" the other sneered. "Fotte's too wise to 
be there himself when 'he can get somebody else to do his 
dim work'" 

I followed the couple out onto the street and, tupping one 
on the shoulder while I held on to the other's arm. I said : 
"I want you two fellows to come along with me. I want you 
to [>tit in writing what I heard you say about Fotte'" 

I NEVER saw two more embarrassed men in my life. One 
recovered somewhat, however, and attempted to qualifv his 
statement. Thev had spoken in the Lithuanian language, and 
I told him 1 might havt- been mistaken in the meaning of the 
words he used, but I was ready to accept his version. 
He told me his name was Joseph Kituski 
Without further pro;csi, they entered my car and I drove 
them over the hills to the office of our attorney, Burke, in 
Shenandoah. There. Kituski said that he had been standing 
across the street from the Tilly Billy the night of the tire, 
and had seen a car pass with three or four men in it. Ii 
had driven down to the rectory, and two men had got out. 



Holy Rosary Church. 



One of these men, he said positively, was Frank Fotte. 
This put Fotte at the scene of the crime, and would have 
been of tremendous importance, had I felt that I could trust 
the man to stick to his statement. However, I felt that a; 
that time the man was speaking the truth: that he had 
recognized Fotte at the tire. Then, there was the possibilitv 
of our placing the gang leader there more tirmlv . 

We cautioned Kituski not to mention the matter to anyone, 
as we wished to spring him as a surprise witness at the trial. 
Then we let him go. 

Th^t evening, around 12:30, 1 saw Little Pearl and an escort 
enter the Caruso on Main Street, Hazleton. This was a per- 
fectly respectable, quiet, open-all-night restaurant, which 
served excellent food. 

Pearl is a tall, raw-boned, bleached blonde who looks at 
least fifteen years older than the twenty-two certified by hei 

immigration papers. Her 
frock was a snappy 
affair of blue silk, ami 
her bonnet one of those 
poke, coal - scuttle - in - 
straw creations — I'm 
not good at describing 
fashions; besides, per- 
sonally. I didn't can 
much for Pearl's rig- 
out, though I knew 
enough of her class to 
realize it was a real 
nifty get-u|». 

I recognized the man 
with her as Jeff Palermo. 
He was a little bit of a 
fellow — almost a mid- 
get — and resembled a 
tug [Hitting alongside the 
J^eviathan. as he escorted 
Pearl toward a booth. 

"OF. LLC). Pearl. 

what's the news?" 
I asked, dropping into 
their booth. "Let's cut 
out all pretense. I know 
it was you telephoned 
this morning! 1 hud the 
call traced." 

This was. of course, a misstatement, but Pearl did no! 
know that. All natural color she had in her cheeks vanished, 
and two glaring spots of rouge stood out like alarm signal- in 
a sea of liquid powder. 

She reared back in her chair, placed her hands on her huge 
hips, and glared at me across the table. 

"1 did not, sinarly!" she sputtered. 

Little Pearl had a peppery temper, as the defendant's lawyer 
later discovered, much to his discomfort; but she wa- .1 
genuine philanthropist in her way. It was always for somi 
lienerit for someone else that she bargained. 

"Now, listen, little girl." 1 said, knowing that this young 
giantess w is excessively sensitive about her size. "1 know it 's 
because of the bigness of your heart that voti ve arranged 
this meeting. You want to help somebody, and 1 want to 
help you help him if I cun, and if you'll help me!" 

It took some more talk along this line before Pearl's 
ruffled vanity turned to purring confidence, She had imagined 
herself pretty clever in sending that phone message. Then 
when all was calm again, she came clean 

"Honest. Mr. McKelvey" — she leaned forward with be 
seeching, outstretched hands — "this bov ain't in on this' 1 
did phone. 1 know they're going to trv and frame Jeff, and 
he ain't no thin' but a kid! He's bartend' at the Till \ Bilh . 
and ain't had nothing crooked to do with this business 
honest. I want 'im to get out of it —white " She choked, and 
big blobs of tears dropped and hung on her black mascaroed 




Corner of the rectory can be seen between the 
two telephone poles 
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lashes. Her loose lips quivered, "liven if I never see 'ini 
again. I want to see 'ini free. He's all righl now. but those 

will drag 'ini down, same's they drug me — an' 

you can't git up again, once the life's got youse . . . I'm goin' 
to tell you what happened at the Dew Drop thai night!" 

I told her to wait a minute, and then went to the proprietor 
and asked him to keep the two adjoining booths free, so that 
we woidd not be overheard. II any of Fotte's gang saw me 
questioning Pearl, the> would not Ik- surprised, She was a 
well-known character, and had her local fame, as certain 
Broadway hostesses have theirs. They would believe, 
however, that Pearl was attempting to give us a wrong 
steer 

" 'Chee-Chee' Kotualo came to the Dew Drop on the 
night ol the tire," she In-gan, as soon as I was reseated 
(she was referring to the Dew Drop Inn, another of 
Fotte's houses, near Ring town), "and Fotte 

"Don't be a nut. Pearl." Jeff interrupted. "You're 
lings! You ain't helpin' me any by getting yourself in 
Dutch with a lot of lies. I can take care of myself, 

baby— — " 

"N'oti hush up," she said to Jeff, in the mild manner 
of a mother admonishing her offspring. "Let Little Pearl 
do the talking'" 

"Now. Pearl," I cautioned her, "I don't want you to 
lie to me. You're not figuring on making up a story be- 
cause you're mad with Fotte or Romalo, are you? 
W hat's the trouble — have they been giving you a licking''" 

Pearl's expressionless. China-blue eyes opened their 
widest. "No." she said very low . 
"I am not mad at Frank Fotte, 
but I don't like to see a man do 
what I believe he did do!" Her 
tone changed, and in a grating 
voice she continued: "No, I'm 
not mad at him. lint if I had a 
chance to hang him. I would hang 
him if 1 got the Judgment for 
doin it! If the court'd illow 
me (o pull tin- chain. I would 
ptdl it on 'im, for all the trouble 
he's made for people!" 

(Evidently, Pearl referred to 



pulling the switch that turns on (he electric current fbl 
electrocutions; however, I did not take time to set her right 
on that little point.) 

"You say Romalo was at the Dew Drop on the night oi th< 
fire. J " I reminded her. 

"Yeah, he was there, all righty!" She nodded her head 
Solemnly. "And Edna — that's the Madame there- -wa> 
cryin' and carryin' on awful, tellin' him not to go. and beg 
gin' him on her liended knees to stay there all night! She's 
terribly in love with Chee-Chee," Pearl explained senti 
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of witnesses 
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mentally. "She told me once — •" 
There was no use trying to 
hurry Pearl. To relate all the 
digressions she made before I got 
the story from her Would take 
up too much space. \\ hen sin 
had finished, I took her and Jell 
in my car, and we drove to the 
home of Attorney Burke, whi> 

in turn drove us lo his office 

Alter summoning a notary, I 
typed her statement in concise 
language, then read il over to her. 
and had her sign it in the presence 
after she made a lew additions, 
ivit read as follows: 



Above Father Fleming's study in the burned rectory as it 
looked when the flames had been extinguished. Just through 
the doorway, dimly shown at the left, is the spot where he 
stood when he telephoned on the night of the fire. (Cenfer 
Frank Fotte. the ringleader. A dangerous character and a 
tough man though he was, and feared even by his own as- 
sociates, he met his master when Chief McKelvey went after 
him in earnest. (Top i Father Fleming's bedroom, in the rear 
of the rectory, from which he barely es'.aped with his life 



Statf of Pknnsylvani x *\ 
County ok Sciuvi.kii.i. j 8h " 

Margaret KapOCUS, aHai Mrs. Margaret Vaitkus.' Pearl 
White. Bobbie Jones. Iieing duly sworn, deposes and says: 
that she has been told by the person taking this statement 
that she need not make any statement, unless' she desires to d<> 
so: that anything she may say must lie of her own free will, 
and that anything she may say can be used against her in 
Criminal Action. She does »ay as follows: 

That she is 22 years of age, anil resides at 4.i5 S. Main 
Street, Pittston. Pa. 

. . . On June 14. \ t )2b, I was an inmate of the Dew Drop Inn 
near Ringtown. Pa. At about 3 P.M.. Carlo Komalo and 
Jake Solomon, together with two girls. Betty and Mary, left 
the Dew Drop Inn in Romnlo's Peerless car. Romalo s.ii I hi 
wa: going for gasoline. 

They came back about 7 P.M. The girls said they had 
been to a hotel in Tamaqua and were drinking 

At about X P.M.. Thomas Anthony came to the hotel with 

his automobile; he had an Oakland roadster. 

At about 9 P.M., Romalo went to bed. He told Kdiirf 
\lhr \la(tame.\ not to awaken him until 12 o'clock. 

Shortly after ') P. M., after Romalo had gone to bed. threi 
men from Hazleton came to the hotel: one of them is known 
as Jaffy Payne Angelo Calatire and one fellow who the) 
call Mac. They told Kdna they wanted to see Romalo, and 
she told them he was out. They got in Jaffy 's car. and thc\ 
went away, and they came back a little In-fore \2 o'clock 
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They insisted on seeing Romalo, and were going to start 
trouble, and Edna called him a little before midnight. Romalo 
went in the kitchen with Mac, and talked a while, and then 
the three men from Hazleton left. 

■A few minutes later, Tony Scatton and TonySpallone came, 
in Tony Spallone's coupe. They were all three together, 
Tony Scatton, Tony Spallone and Romalo. One of the 
Tonys, 1 do not know which one, said to Romalo: 

"What's the matter, are you getting yellow?" 

They appeared to be very nervous, and went out to the 
garage together. Tony Scatton was dressed in a light top 
coat and light cap, Tony Spallone had on a light raincoat. 
I do not know what kind of a hat he was wearing, and Carlo 
Romalo had on a dark cap and black coat. |Note: Her des- 
cription of Romalo, I noted, tallied with Mrs. McCarthy's 
description of one of the men seen on Father Fleming's 
[torch the night of the fire. The reader will be interested 
to compare this with Mrs. McCarthy's description, given 
a few paragraphs back. Mrs. McCarthy said the second 
man was tall and heavily built. Fotte was tall and heavily 
built; Romalo, short and thin. — McKelvey] They left in 
his car. This was about 12:15 A. M. The people left in 
the house at that time were as follows: myself, Edna, the 
Madame of the house: Betty, Mary, and a little girl from 
Wilkes-Barre, who afterwards went to work at Bova'-: place 
near Tamaqua, Pa.; Thomas Anthony, Isel Abraha n and 
Jake Solomon. 

Some time after 2 A. M., Jeff 
Palermo came to the hotel. I saw 
Carlo Romalo going to his room a 
little while later. 

Jeff and 1 were sitting in the 
liedrnom talking. 

A few minutes later Frank Fotte 
came to Romalo's room. While 
Frank Fotte was leaving the place. 
Romalo made us all get up, and 
said that his car^was stolen, and 
that Slate troopers were coming to 
look for it. 

I left the Dew Drop Inn in Jeff 
Palermo's car, and the little girl 
from Wilkes-Barre, who after- 
wards went to Frank Bova's 
place, was in his car, too. 

We went to Hazleton, where we 
had breakfast, and then we drove 
to my mother's home in Pittston. 
In the afternoon we went back to 
Tamaqua, where the other girl 
left us. Jeff went back to Ma- 
hanoy Plane, and I stayed at a 
hotel in Tamaqua. 

Ruth, Jerry (Mac Ramsey), 
and a girl railed Billy were also 
staying at this hotel. These three 
girls are from the Tilly Billy. I 
was reading in the paper about 
the Mahanoy Plane fire when 
Ruth said: 

"Tony (meaning Tony Scatton) 
was always a fine fellow, until he 
got mingling with Chirk 
(Romalo)!" 

Ruth is Tony 
Scatton's girl. 

She then told 
about Tony Spal- 
lone coming into 
the Tilly Billy while 
the fire was going 
on, and that he 
called" Frank Fotte 
at Shenandoah, and 
said: "Io lo fatta, 
ma in lassai il carr'." 
This means in 
Italian, "I did the 
job, but left the car!" 
(Signed) Margaket 
Kapocus. 




1 bent my efforts, next, to obtaining corroboration of Pearl's 
statement. So far as we could see, her story had no holes. 

As a first step, I called at the Dew Drop Inn, where I had 
heard that Mae Ramsey, also known as "Jerry," who had 
been in charge of the Tilly Billy at the time of the fire, was 
living. 

Jerry was a beautiful girl. The photograph shown on 
page 25 was taken after she had spent several days in jail, 
and does not begin to do her justice. She was credited with 
being the sweetheart of Fotte himself, but I believe she was 
more afraid of him than in love with him. 

No one ever learned where Jerry came from before she 
drifted into the underworld of the coal regions. It was pl-inly 
seen that she had been well educated, but she lacked the 
shrewdness of the less polished entertainers in answering' 
the questions I put to her. 

She admitted that Tony Spallone and Carlo Romalo had 
come into the Tilly Billy by the back door during the time of 
the fire, and that Tony had called up Fotte on the telephone. 
Then, about half an hour later, she told me that she knew 
Fotte wasn't at the fire because she herself had called him up 

and told him there was a fire in 
Mahanoy Plane, but she didn't 
know exactly where it was lo- 
cated. Tony, she said, only pre- 
tended to call up. 

"W ho was in the Tilly Billy at 
the time of the fire?" I asked her. 

"Besides the girls, there was 
a man named Mr. Kituski and 
three of his friends, as well as 
Micky DeGross and Jeff Palermo, 
the bartenders," she said. 



"W" 



AT were the girls' 




\A7F, then took the 
pair over to the 
Squire's office, and 
Pearl was asked to repeat her story in the presence of the 
detective who was handling the arson for the county officials. 

Then I handed a volubly protesting Pearl over to a police 
officer, who locked her up in jail, which was the safest place, 
both for her and for our interests! 



(Above I. to r.) Millie 
and Elizabeth Fotte, wife 
and daughter of the notor- 
ious gangster. (Left) 
Carlo "Chee - Chee" 
Romalo, alias Frank De 
Frank, as he looked when 
picked up in a dive on the 
Baltimore water-front. 
(Right) Tony Scatton, 
one of Fotte 's accomplices, 
who had to be kept away 
from Fotte in prison, for 
fear Scatton would kill 
him 



"I don't know!" she snapped, 
her lips curling scornfully. "I 
know only their first names: one 
was Billy, and the other was 
Josephine." 

So, I thought to myself, Jerry 
is posted up to date! Kituski 
had been confronted with Fotte 
that morning in the Squire's 
office, and had failed to identify 
the gang leader as a member of 
the party of four he had seen in 
the car before the fire. Some- 
body had given our secret away, 
and terrorized our witness! 
"But, Jerry," I said gently. 

"Sir. Kituski was 
standing out- 

side " 

"He was not," she 
said. "He doesn't 
want to say he was 
inside the Tilly Billy, 
because he is a mar- 
ried man and has a 
family!" 

Though I was, of 
course, convinced 
that Jerry was lying, 
I was also conv inced 
that she would lie 
to the end, and for 
one reason or another 
that she would protect Fotte at all costs. To be on the safe 
side, we locked her up also. 

From the Dew Drop, I drove over to the place where 
Kituski worked, and called him to one side. I was about to 
take an important step, and wanted (Continued on page 74) 




Who Killed 

BILL 
JACKSON? 

Friend of Theodore Roosevelt and 
Jack London — a keen detective 
who specialized in solving crime 
mysteries — Bill Jackson became 
the central figure in as baffling a 
murder mystery as the country 
had ever known — and he himself 
was the victim ! 

By Victor R. Le Valley 

of the Hartford COURANT 

WHEN Bill Jackson came home unscathed from the 
Spanish-American War, he boasted to his old 
mother, "When the time comes for me to die, 1 
won't Ik 1 shot. That's one thing I'm sure of!" 
In the crystal glass of fate. Bill Jackson had not seen 
straight. On January 29th, 10,20,, about 6 o'clock in the 
evening, he was shot to death by an unknown hand while he 
was standing in the kitchen of his Quarry Street home in- the 
old Connecticut town of Willimantic. 

William E. Jackson was the county detective of the north- 
eastern sector of the State lying along the Rhode Island and 
Massachusetts lines. He was the right-hand man of the 
State's Attorney, and had spent most of his adult life in solv- 
ing just such murder mysteries as the State was confronted 
with in his. A subtle irony, indeed, it was, that made this 
grizzled, lighting detective the center of one of the country's 
greatest mysteries. 

And what a mystery! A man innocently caught in the web 
of his own spinning, involving the honor of his wife, his 
daughter and his most trusted friend, and at the height of the 
struggle to free himself, destroyed by an unknown hand! Old 
Bill had seen men and women trapped in the vortex of for- 
bidden love and passion, had seen them play out the tragedy 
to the grand finale of murder; but in his wildest dreams he 
could never have imagined that he would have been shot 
down like some of the victims in just such tragedies as he had 
seen. 

Old Bill was quite a 1k>\\ He had been a friend of Theodore 
Roosevelt and Jack London, the author, and in his younger 
days a light-weight prize-fighter on the Pacific Coast. Turning 
from war and the prize-ring, he had returned to the scenes of 
his boyhood, married and settled down to a pastoral life of 
farming and an active career as county detective, politician 
and powerful figure in small-town affairs. 

With Bill's death, there was no one in the county to in- 
vestigate his murder. In the next county was Detective- 
Kdward J. Hickey, well known for tracing down Gerald 
Chapman, the mail robber, and shunting him off to the 




Bill Jackson, the well-known detective of Willimantic, 
Connecticut, who was found lying face down in the 
kitchen of his home on January 29, 1929, mysteri- 
ously murdered with not a clue to be found. Here 
was a case that defied solution! 



gallows. To this man. State's Attorney Howard C. Bradford 
turned, and Hickey, glad to do his old friend a service, sped 
over to Willimantic to the house where he had often been a 
welcome guest. 

"Before I knew any of the facts," said Hickey, "I jumped to 
the conclusion that Jackson had killed himself. There was a 
go<xI suicide motive. liver since the death of his boy, Bill 
Junior, two years before, he had grown very despondent. 
He had frequently said that he could see no way out other 
than by suicide. So when I was called into the case, I went 
over with the fixed impression that it was one of suicide 

"When 1 got there, I was not surprised to hear everyone 
saying it was a case of suicide. 

" 'AA7'HKRK'S the gun?' I said. 'And where's the dis- 
charged shell?' It turned out there was no gun and no 
discharged shell. 'Then it's murder,' I said. And all the 
facts seemed to Ix-ar me out." 

There was no gun. There was no discharged shell. There 
was no sign of a struggle in the orderly kitchen where Jack- 
son lay. He was heavily clothed preparatory to going out 
to milk his cows. He had a cap on his head, wore rubber 
boots and had dropi>ed a pair of work gloves in falling. Death 
was instantaneous, the bullet entering above the right cheek, 
passing behind the eyes and slightly upward through the 
brain, shattering the skull. on the left side of the face. There 
were no powder marks about the wound, indicating that the 
shot had been fired at some distance. A plain case of murder. 

In addition to these facts, Hickey knew from his long asso- 
ciation with Jackson that there had been considerable dis- 
sension in his family. Jackson had long been estranged from 
his wife, and had frequently complained to Hickey of family 
trouble in the general way of an unhappily married man 
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Jackson had run heavily into 
debt, and blamed his wife 
and daughter for it. They 
were always "wanting some- 
thing." he said — a new wing 
on the house, a new car, a fur 
coat, an oil burner. These 
things cost money, and Jack- 
son had only his salary- 
Something like a year l>e- 
fore, Jackson had formed a 
friendship with a man by 
the name of Trenor A. 
Rice, constable in a small 
town near-by. The friend- 
ship proved of unusual 
mutual benefit. Rice had 
a private income from a 
large trust fund left by 
his grandfather, and 
Jackson borrowed sizable 
sums of money from him 
to pay his debts and en- 
gage in real estate deals. He, in 
turn, had Rice appointed special 
deputy sheriff to assist him in 
criminal matters. He even made 
him a member of his household, 
eventually. 

DICE was helped by Jackson 
in still another way. His 
second wife was suing him for 
divorce and seeking a large 
slice of his property and in- 
come. It was said that he 
transferred his properties to 
Jackson, the properties to be 
automatically reconveyed to 
Rice on Jackson's death. This 
was thought to lie the great 
bond between them. 

Rice was thirty-eight 
years old, and had moved 
into the town some ten 
years before. He came 
from an old H»K u cnot 
family in New Rochelle, 
New York, and had been 
divorced by his first wife. 
But, other than that he 
was an expert with the 
revolver and attractive to 
women, little more wasdefi- 
nitely known about him in 
Willimantic. He had been 
accepted at his face value, 
and moved about the town 
something of a mystery to 
the staid inhabitants. 

In Jackson's household were his wife, Gertrude, and his 
daughter, Juanita. Mrs. Jackson was a middle-aged woman, 
who shot squirrels with a rifle for pastime, milked the cows, 
slaughtered the heifers, and drowned the excess of kittens 
born on the farm. She was an eccentric, taciturn woman, 
given lo violent outbursts. She lived the narrow life of a 
country woman. 

Juanita. on the other hand, was even-tempered, lively and 
full of fun. She was twenty-six years old, pretty, and un- 
married. She had been secretary to a local manufacturer, but 
had lately l>eeome a partner in a gift shop business. She 
wns active as a worker in ward politics an all-around modern 
girl. 

With Jackson away so much of the time on cases, the women 




< Above) Miss Juanita Jackson, 
daughter of the slain detective. 
Bill Jackson, who was ques- 
tioned at length by Detective 
Hickey after her father's 
mysterious death, in' an effort 
to obtain information that 
might lead to the slayer. 
(Right) Edward J. 
Hickey, County Detec- 
tive, who established a 
reputation by tracking 
down and arresting the 
notorious bandit, Gerald Chap- 
man, and who investigated the 
mysterious death of his old 
friend. Bill Jackson 



and Rice were thrown together considerably. Rice was 
estranged from his wife. He was handsome, and had a way 
with women. Mrs. Jackson was estranged from her husl>and, 
but lived in a state of armed truce with him. Juanita was 
unmarried, modern. 

There they all were, the three of them, exchanging glances 
and wondering, when Detective Hickey arrived. What were 
the relations between the widow, this interesting member of an 
old Huguenot family, and Jackson's romantically named 
daughter, Juanita, child of his Spanish dreams? If Hickey 
could answer that ! 

A simple little thing started Hickey on the long and wind- 
ing trail that seemed at first to penetrate to the heart of the 
mystery. In the kitchen of Rice's bachelor quarters on 
Brown Avenue, Hickey noticed a feminine touch. It was a 
sewing card, with needles and thread, thimble and scissors, 
on it. Something you would see in a woman's sewing room, 
rarely in a man's bachelor quarters. 

In the kitchen of the Jackson house, Hickey saw a sewing 
card exactlv like the one in Rice's kitchen. He spoke of it to 
Rice. 

"That's a nice sewing card Mrs. Jackson gave you," he 
ventured, taking a shot in the dark. 

"You're so smart." retorted Rice. "Juanita gave it to me!" 

"Juanita, eh? What did she give it to you for?" 

"Christmas," said Rice. 

"Anything between you and Juanita?" 

"Two miles of farm land." 

"Is that all?" 

"Friends." 

"You're a liar," said Hickey, sure that he was on the trail 

of something. 
|^ "Prove it," coun- 

tered Rice. This was 
Rice's attitude all 
through the investi- 
gation. Saying noth- 
ing, and the de- 
fiant, "Prove it!" 

Hickey sat down 
in a corner with 
Juanita. She waited, 
her blue eyes alert, 
trying to anticipate 
his questions. She, of 
course, expected to 
be questioned. 

"'THAT'S a nice 
sewing card you 
gave Rice," he be- 
gan. 

"W hat sewing 
card?" asked the 
startled girl, taken 
entirely off her 
I guard. 

"The one in Rice's 
kitchen." 

"Oh. that!" She 
hat, come to think of 




blushed. "Yes — yes. I did give him 



it. 

"He said you did." 

"He did? What else did he say.'" 

"That's all. Juanita." 

She gave a sigh of relief, and wailed 

Hickey was thinking. Last summe 
return, and a meeting with Juanita. 

"Juanita. remember lasl summer 
vacation, the day you returned, and 
we had been?" 

"Yes." 

"And you said you went alone?" 
"Yes." 



. vat-.il ion . 
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— I met you on your 
we talked about where 
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"Did you go alone?" 

"What makes you think I didn't go alone?" 
"Kite," said Hickey, feigning more than he knew. 
"Supposing he did go with me, what then?" 
"He went, that's all. Now tell me the whole story." 
Juanita's emotions were touehed. She faltered, broke into 
tears. 

"1 swear to God, Mr. Hickey, 1 never had anything to do 
with the murder of my father! I was down in the store the 
whole afternoon. You know that. The first I knew of my 
father l>eing murdered was when I came home, and found him 
on the kitchen floor'" 

"Now answer my question." 

"Well, Rice and I were in love with each other, and were 
going to be married as soon as he got his divorce. We even 
had our home picked out. An old colonial home, with a 
fireplace, 

"Last summer I took my car and drove to Hartford, where 
1 parked it in a garage. Then 1 met Mr. Rice by prearrange- 




The remodeled Jackson farmhouse on Quarry Street, Willimantic, Conn., where the murder took 
place. The kitchen where Jackson was killed is in the small annex on the right. The door through 
which his murderer was believed to have entered is the far one to the left, in the old part of the 

house behind the tree 



think! I loved him as a son, who had come to take the place 
of the son I lost two years ago. I have kissed him and I have 
embraced him, as a mother would her own son. Rill was never 
a husband to me after we lost our son." 

"Did you kiss him and embrace him in this house?" 
."In this house, sir, and in his own. . . . Oh, God! Don't 
profane my love for this boy by asking me questions about it !" 
"Then you visited him at his house?" 
"Yes. Sometimes alone. Sometimes with Juanita." 
"You and Juanita both loved him, didn't you?" 
"No. Only I. Juanita treated him like a brother." 
"Juanita loved him, too. What do you think of that? And 
not as a brother, either." 

She screamed, "You lie, you lie, you lit!" 
"I don't lie." Hickey went to the door. "Juanita!" 
Juanita strode into the room. She was calm and self- 
possessed, her love unshaken for the man who had come so 
innocently and strangely into their lives. 

"Juanita," said the detective, "tell your mother that you 

love Rice, just as you 
told me." 

She looked at the 
grim detective, moving 
her about like a pup- 
pet in a tragedy, and 
saw there was no escape. 
Her eyes clouded, her 
breast heaved. She hung 
her head and sobbed 
out the whole story on 
her mother's shoulder. 

"1 love him, 
Mother," cried the girl. 

"And I loved him, 
too," said the mother. 

"Oh, God! How can 
you say such a thing, 
Mother?" 



"OOW can you, my 
* daughter, break 
my heart by saying 
this? 1 loved him as 
my son!" There was 
no more of reproach 
from the mother. She 
clasped the girl to her, 
and clung to her, and 
the tears of the daugh- 
ter fell while the dry 
eyes of the mother 
glared strangely and de 
fiantly at the detective. 

Hickey stepped out of 
the room, leaving them 



ment, and went with Him up" to the Canadian border. We 
stopped at the hotels along the Way. 

"On our return. I left Mr. Rice up in the northeastern part 
of the State, and went to Hartford by bus. At Hartford I 
got my car out of the garage and drove back home. Mr. Rice 
drove on to New Rochelle, and sent Dad post -cards from there. 
Before we left on our trip, Mr. Rice was in New Rochelle and 
sent Dad post-cards. It fooled Dad." 

npilKIR relationship was established out of Juanita's own 

mouth. Rice and Juanita loved, but their love had had its 
clandestine by-paths, eluding the watchful eyes of the kindly- 
old detective, who loved life and romance and mystery, and 
war and children 

Was thai all this swarthy man of leisure had done? Hickey 
looked at the wife and mother for the answer. 

Mrs. Jackson, at first polite and then evasive, turned upon 
him like a wildcat. 

"Yes, I loved Rice," she stormed. "Rui not in the way you 



alone together. He had learned enough. 

" The mother was broken-hearted to learn that her daughter 
loved the man she loved," he said afterward. "And the 
daughter was broken-hearted to learn that her mother 
loved the man she loved. Put that in a book sometime." 

Did Jackson know? Did he leave evidence that he saw the 
affair going on under his very' eyes? Hickey wondered. On 
Sunday morning, January 27th, two days before Jackson was 
killed. Rice left the house at 7 o'clock in the morning, taking 
his trunk and clothes. Though he had a house of his own, 
he had lived with the Jacksons since the previous September 
Why did he leave so suddenly, and at such an early hour-' 
The reason can only be surmised. At the Coroner's in- 
quest, the only place where she is on record, Mrs. Jackson 
said Rice had told her the day before he was going to leave 
but she did not tell her husl>and 

"Why did Rice leave?" asked the Coroner. 

"To take care of his incubators at the Brown Avenue 
house," she answered. 
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"Why didn't he come back?" 
"Because it is about two miles to our house." 
"Was there ever any trouble between Mr. Jackson and Mr. 
Rice?" 

"Never any trouble. Rice was just like one of the family. 
He always called Juanita "Sis,' called me 'Mother,' and Mr- 
Jackson always called him 'Sonny.' " 

"Didn't Jackson order him out of the house?" 

"No, sir." 

"Did Mr. Jackson know that day that Rice wasn't coming 
back?" 

"Yes, he knew Monday. He said he wanted us to keep 
away from Rice's house now, because Mrs. Rice was getting 
her divorce and he was helping him get his divorce. He 
said he wanted us to keep away from there because she might 
slap it on us." 

"TV you ever v ' s ' 1 n ' m at '" s Brown Avenue house after 
U he left?" 

"Yes. That Sunday afternoon. Juanita and I went over 
to help him put up some curtains. Mr. Jackson did not know 
of the visit." 

In testifying before the Coroner, Mrs. Jackson had sworn 
to tell the whole 
truth, but she con- 
veniently over- 
looked the fact that 
she had seen Rice 
the day of the mur- 
der and had in her 
possession the fol- 
lowing note. 

This note was 
apparently written 
by Jackson to Rice 
the day that Rice 
left the Jackson 
house. On the face 
of it, it seems to in- 
dicate that Jackson 
was fed up on the 
triangular affair go- 
ing on under his 
eyes, and was de- 
termined to bring 
an abrupt end to it. 
I le exploded as fol- 
lows: 

Willimantic, 
J iniuarv 27, 1Q2Q 

Mr. T. R. Rice 

Mrs. Jackson has notice twice to keep away from your 
place on Brown Ave. If she does not 1 shall shirt action 
in the Superior Court. If you wish to wreck her and Juanita 
in Willimantic keep on. 

W. E. Jackson. 

Did Rice receive this note? He said not. It was import- 
ant, if he did. These arc the facts. The day after it was 
written, Jackson, who had been convalescing from an illness 
for the last two weeks, went out for the first time since his 
illness. It is presumed he mailed it then. The time when 
Rice would have received the note, if he did receive il, was the 
morning of the day of the murder. 

If he did receive it. when did he show it to Mrs. Jackson? 
A garage man saw Rice and Mrs. Jackson in earnest con- 
versation on the Main Street of the town at 1:45 P.M. 
the dav of the murder. Four hours later, Jackson was 
killed. ' 

Mrs. Ada Andrews, one of Mrs. Jackson's most trusted 
friends, told Hickey that Mrs. Jackson showed her the note 
a week after the murder, and said that Rice had given it to 
her. " That's what all the trouble was about," Mrs. Andrews 



reported Mrs. Jackson as saying. Hickey found the note in 
Mrs. Jackson's bath-robe a fortnight after the murder. 

Hickey explained the importance of the note as he saw it. 
"Rice," he said, "could not afford to have any public falling- 
out with Jackson. He depended on Jackson for his official 
position and his social standing in the community. He even 
depended on Jackson to get his property back, for Jackson 
had taken title to Rice's property to keep it out of reach of 
attachment by Mrs. Rice in her divorce action. 

"Consider the effect of the note. If Jackson started action 
in the Superior Court, as he threatened, either by divorce 
proceedings against his wife, naming Rice as co-respondent, 
or by a suit against Rice for the alienation of Mrs. Jackson's 
affections, it is apparent that in such a small town as Williman- 
tic, Rice would have been ruined. It was a very' serious mat ler 
for Rice." 

A simple chain of circumstances preceded the murder. 
At 1 45 P.M., Mrs. Jackson and Rice were seen together by 
a garage man on Main Street. The subject of Rice's depar- 
ture from the Jackson house must still have been fresh in 
their minds. Rice had had time to receive the note presum- 
ably mailed by Jackson. 

At 5:20 P.M., Rice declares he was at home. Mrs. Jackson 

unquestionably was 
at her home. Jack- 
son was also there, 
peevish from his 
long confinement 
because of illness. 
Juanita was un- 
questionably in her 
shop on Main 
S t reet, and re- 
mained there until 
after the murder. 
This single fact, 
when discovered, 
eliminated her en- 
tirely from the field 
of suspects and 
narrowed it to Mrs. 
Jackson and Rice. 

AT 5:20 P.M., the 
** telephone rang 
in the Jackson 
home. Jackson, whj 
was nearest to it, 
answered it. 
Juanita was call- 
ing. 

"Is Mother there, 
Dad?" came the girl's cheerful voice over the wire. 
"Yes. Do you want to speak to her?" 
"Juanita called me at twenty minutes past five," said Mrs. 
Jackson, we learn from the Coroner's report, "and asked me ti 
call early to see some stamped linen at her shop." This was 
Juanita's story, too. 

At 5:45 o'clock, she left to get Juanita in her car. This 
was her daily custom, known fully to Rice from his long 
residence at the Jackson house. Mrs. Jackson was sure of the 
hour. "I looked at the clock," she told the Coroner, "because 
I got my supper before I left. Mr. Jackson was sitting beside 
the library table, reading the Chronicle. The lights were on in 
the kitchen and living-room." 

At 5:50, Mrs. Jackson arrived at her daughter's shop down- 
town. She said neither she nor Juanita called the house « hilc 
they were there. 

While the women are looking over linens at Juanita's slim., 
let us return for a moment to Jackson, whom Mrs. Jackson 
said she left sitting under the peaceful glow of the library 
lamp, reading the Chronicle. What happened then was only 
conjecture, but some of those working on the case at that time 
reconstructed the events as follows: 




Here lies Bill Jackson (arrow points to his grave, at right;, shrewd detective and 
solver of mysteries, who was caught in the strangling web of just such a mystery as 
dozens he had struggled to unravel! At the left upper corner, Deputy Sheriff Rice's 

home is shown 
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After his wife left, Jackson got up and walked through 
the dark dining-room into the lighted kitchen. There he 
donned his work clothes, to go out and milk the cows. With 
the exception of the lights in the living-room and kitchen, 
the rest of the farmhouse, with as many as five doors opening 
to the outside and all unlocked, was in darkness. 

In a corner of the kitchen, in a cage, was a parrot, which 
Rice had given Jackson and which Jackson had named 
"Babe," after the nickname of the giver. In another corner 
a little bulldog chawed at bones. 

Jackson had just picked up his work gloves, the parrot 
was looking on curiously, blinking in the bright light, when a 
shot from the dark- 
ness of the dining- 
room adjoining the 
kitchen bowled 
Jackson over dead 
in his tracks. . . . 
Outside, the watch- 
dog, Captain, 
barked and tugged 
vainly at his stout 
chain. In the kitch- 
en, the parrot 
squawked and beat 
its wings wildly 
against the gilded 
bars of its cage. The 
bulldog yelped. 
Then a deathly 
silence. 

At 6:20 P.M., 
Mrs. Jackson and 
Juanita returned. 
We can see them getting out of the 
car in the back-yard and crunching 
through the snow, Mrs. Jackson 
first, Juanita following with an arm- 
ful of bundles. 

Mrs. Jackson opened the kitchen 
door and saw her husband at the foot 
of the set tubs, face forward and 
dead on the floor. 

"Oh, my God!" she exclaimed, 
recoiling and knocking the bundles 
out of Juanita's arms. 

nPHEN 7 she did a strange thing. In 
her own words to the Coroner: 

"I just looked at him, and 
Juanita said, 'Mother, come into the 
other room!' Juanita knows that I 
have a bad heart." 

The Coroner wasn't satisfied with 
this answer. 

"I just looked across," she went 
on. "I stood at his feet and looked 
across. I knew that I couldn't 
touch him. That is, I knew I 
shouldn't." 

This evidently struck the Coroner 
as strange. Why had she not 
thought her husband had merely 
met with an accident, and gone 
immediately to his assistance? 
"Why," the Coroner asked, "didn't 
you examine his body to see if he 
was dead?" 

"I couldn't," answered this woman of iron nerve. "I 
couldn't, because I'd faint away if I ever stooped down." 

"You made no effort to ascertain whether he was dead or 
not?" asked the Coroner incredulously. 

"No," said Mrs. Jackson. "Juanita helped me to a 
chair in the living-room. She went back and stooped 



down, over her father, and saw that he wasn't breathing." 

The Coroner was quick to see this inconsistency, for she 
couldn't have seen from the living-room to the kitchen. 
"How do you know she stooped down, or not?" 

"No, I don't," she quickly agreed. 

"Did you go in the kitchen again that night?" 

Significantly, "I never went into the kitchen again that 
night!" 

Then one more question: "Were you and Mr. Jackson on 
good terms when you left that night?" And the answer: 
"Yes." 

After calling the doctor and the police, Juanita, in her 

need, turned first 
to Rice and then to 
her friend, Mrs. 
Ada Andrews. Rice 
having no telephone 
at his Brown Ave- 
nue house, she 
reached him 
through a neighbor- 
ing farmer. "Tell 
Mr. Rice to come 
over and do the 
mil k i n g." Calm, 
with murder in the 
house. Rice came, 
hell-bent. 




Trenor A. Rice, handsome deputy sheriff, un- 
fathomable figure in this great mystery case. 
(Top) Facsimile of note addressed to Deputy 
Sheriff Rice by County Detective Bill Jackson, 
on January 27, 1929. Two days later Jackson 
was mysteriously slain 



killed 



"WHAT'S the 
VV matter ? " 
asked Mrs. An- 
drews over the tele- 
phone. 

"Dad," said Juanita simply. 
Mrs. Andrews was a shrewd 
little woman, keen-witted and ob- 
serving. She had not been at the 
Jackson house fifteen minutes be- 
fore she heard the rattle of the 
family skeleton and the cry of 
"Murder!" echoing from every 
room. To aid the investigators in 
tracking down the murderer, she 
put her eyes and ears at the service 
of the .State for the next seven 
weeks. We leave her for the mo- 
ment in the background, watching 
and listening. 

Rice, too, went to work, but cir- 
cumstances forced his activities 
into a different channel. Constitut- 
ing himself the body-guard of the 
Jackson' women, he fended them 
from newspaper reporters and the 
curious. He did the barnyard 
chores, collecting the eggs, feeding 
the stock and milking the cows. 
Tirelessly he stayed on the job, 
as if his very life depended on it, 
dashing out like a fighting cock 
every time the peace of his two 
hens was threatened. 

Rice knew he was under suspicion 
from the outset. The morning after 
the murder, Hickey sat at the 
breakfast table with Juanita. 
"Juanita," he said, "I think that 
your father. But don't tell him I 



man, R 
said so." 

Juanita could not keep the confidence from her friend. That 
noon, Rice stormed into the dining-room of the Nathan Hale 
Hotel, where Hickey was at lunch with State's Attorney Brad- 
ford. To the surprise of the officers, (Continued on page 95) 



My Battle with Coffey- 

Sheriff Wright called it the "Berlin system"-and was there 
ever a "system" so weird and strange as was this used by 
him on Coffey, the scheming murderer, to induce him to 

confess ? What was it ? 



r T i HF. story so far: 

After a whirlwind court- 
ship. Mrs. llaltie Hales, of Iai 
Crosse, Wis., elopes — on Sep- 
tember 15th. l"2o with R illiam 
A'. Coffey, wealthy social worker. 
Friends and relatives applaud 
the union of the kindly, motherly widow —she is 52 — and the genial, 
middle-aged Mr. Coffey. 

Their honeymoon trip takes them over several States. Happy 
letters come from the bride. 

Suddenly, the tone of the letters changes. Hattie — pious. God- 
fearing Hattie. who never rolled a stocking or a cigarette in her life — 
falls madly in love with a friend of her husband' s —named St. Claire. 
Finally she elopes with him! And from then on — silence. . . . 

Weeks pass, and rehilives turn the case of her disappearance over to 
Sheriff Wright. He interviews Coffey. 

"Give us a description of this St. Claire, to aid us in our search, 
Mr. Coffey. We will keep the investigation absolutely secret — — " 

"Gentlemen , I beg of you not to bring up this subject. My thoughts 
are only of Hattie . . ." gulps Coffey, apparently almost in tears 
over the tragic culmination of his brief married life. 

The Sheriff examines Hattie' s letters and some oil stock certificates, 
and makes a startling discovery. The signatures on both the letters 
and the stock certificates (which Coffey said she transferred 
to him) are rubber-stamped! 

Sheriff Wright and the Dis- 
trict A llorney hasten to Coffey's 
hotel and confront him. Wright 
pulls out (i warrant. 

"I'll have to arrest you for 
forgery, Mr. Coffey!" he 
rasps. . . . 

Sheriff Wright continues his 
story: 

Part Two 

COFFEY was highly 
indignant, and de- 
nied hotly that the 
signatures on the 
stock certificates were for- 
geries. We took him back 
to MatlSton and locked him 
up. Then we checked up 
on his story once more. 

What a mass of contra- 
dictions it was! There was 
his emphatic statement 
that he had seen Hattie 
sign the certificates — that 
she had even used his pen to 
do so — when we knew positively that a rubber stamp had been 
used. His face, he said, had been buried in his hands all the 
time Hattie and St. Claire were in his presence at that last 
meeting — yet, he saw her sign the certificates! Then, accord- 
ing to her letter, he had given her everything he possessed, 
and now he claimed she gave him everything she possessed. 

" This fellow. is trying to cover up something," said Dis- 
trict Attorney Clark. "He's been telling us a pack of lies 
for some purpose, and we are going to get at the bottom of 
it. Maybe he is trying to shield this St. Claire, or Hattie. 
St. Claire was spoken of as a dear friend of Coffey's before 
he eloped. It's possible that St. Claire and Coffey might 
be working some sort of a swindle to get her money. Coffey 
just about refuses to give us a description of St. Claire. This 
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elopement gives CofTey 
good grounds for a divorce, 
and if St. Claire doesn't 
marry Hattie, they both 
have her money and are 
rid of her. I'm going to set 
his bail high enough to hold him long enough to investigate 
this, anyway." 

W hen Coffey was arraigned, his bail was set at $10,000 — 
extremely high for a forgery count. I was surprised when he 
took it calmly, and made no attempt to furnish the amount 
and gain his freedom, which a man of his wealth could easily 
have done. 

Clark and I went into his cell to quiz him again. Clark 
had him describe the honeymoon trip after his elopement and 
marriage with Hattie in Winona. Coffey gave a minute 
description of the trip up to the time he visited Hattie's 
relatives in Rockford. At times he would forget himself, and 
shed the air of a sorrowing husband, and a shrewd look would 
flash into his eyes. He weighed each question carefully, and 
answered with deliberation and precision. 

"Just where did you go 
after you left Dubuque?" 
asked Clark. 

"We drove to a number 
of towns — La Crosse, She 
boygan, Milwaukee, Chi- 
cago, Detroit and then 
south to Asheville, North 
Carolina," he replied. 

"■MOW, Mr. Coffey, 
' you've been telling us 
a pack of lies about those 
certificates! Your wife's 
signature was made with 
a rubber stamp, and you 
know it. Tell us the 
straight truth about this 
business!" 

His eyes widened the 
merest fraction. 

"Gentlemen. I swear 
that those signatures are 
not forgeries! I saw Hattie 
sign them herself." 
"Why do you persist in lying in the face of what we have 
told you? Here, look at these, and see for yourself. See that 
o there, and see that o on this one? Every signature has that 
same defective o, and if you've got an ounce of common 
sense, you know that she couldn't make the identical mistake 
on every one." 

Coffey made no reply, but kept gazing intently at the 
signature. Then Clark winked at me and took a long shot. 

"liven those letters you wrote home to Hattie's family, signing 
them with her name, had thai same signature. We know you 
wrote them, so why not tell us the truth, and save further 
bother and delay?" 

Coffey's head jerked erect, and he eyed us shrewdly (or a 
moment. Then his face softened into a look of deep re 



By Lyall Wright 

Sheriff of Juneau County, Wisconsin 
4s told to A. M. Thompson 
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"Oh, how I loved that woman! 1 am unable to understand 
my mad infatuation for her . . . Something evil, stronger 
than the righteousness in my heart, took possession of 
me ..." So said Coffey, the tricky criminal, and as he finished 
speaking he wrote the above admission of his bigamous marriage 
on the back of a .sheet of Sheriff Wright's stationery, and handed 
it to the Sheriff! What object had he in mind in this? 



Infamous Butcher of Women 



pentance as he prepared to speak. 

"Gentlemen: I have been very 
foolish! 1 should have known better 
than to do what I did. but 1 thought 
I could cover up things successfully. 
I realize, now, that it would have been 
better to be honest and not try to 
shield anyone. I wanted to lessen the 
blow for Hattie's folks, and that is why 
I did something 1 never should have 
done — lied shamefully. I'll give you 
the truth now. 

"When 1 discovered Hattie and 
St. Claire together that day, I was so 
shocked that — I fainted. When I came 
to, they were both gone, and I knew 
nothing about where they went. A 
few days later I got a package from 
Hattie containing her securities. She 
also had enclosed a contrite note with 
them, telling me that in her shame she 
had decided to give me all her prop- 
erty — thinking, perhaps, that mere 
money could heal the wound in my 
heart. 

"I thought about her poor mother 
and her sisters back North, and I knew 
it would break their hearts when they 
heard of her disgrace. I tried three or 
four times to write them and tell what 
she had done, but could not force my- 
self to do so. Then I thought of writ- 
ing the letters and signing them with 
her stamp to make it appear she was 
still with me. I thought, jf I slowly 
introduced St. Claire and gradually let 

them know of her infatuation for him, I could work up to 
the elopement without its being such an abrupt shock. 

"When I checked over the securities. I discovered she had 
failed to sign them over to me. I didn't intend to keep them, 
but as she left no address, I couldn't return them. Finally, 
I decided that as long as she had given them to me I might 
as well keep them. So I used her stamp to transfer them to 
me. There you have the truth, gentlemen, and I'm very 
sorry I have caused you so much trouble. I trust that will 
explain matters so that 1 can be released at once." 

11TELL, that was that, and we were just as far from finding 
* ■ the e!usi\ e St. Claire and Hat lie as ever, ("lark assured 
Coffey that he would see what could be done about effecting 
his immediate release. 

After we got back to my office and read over his confession 
again while beyond the influence of his personality, we felt 
just as you who read this do: that it was about the most 
ridiculous pack of lies a man could utter! Hut if you, the 
reader, could have sat with us as he related his story, in his 
earnest and convincing way, and been under the spell of his 
powerful personal magnetism, as Clark and I were, you 
would have believed him just as we did. Here was the super- 
salesman, holding us spellbound and making us believe just 
what he wanted us to believe! 

As he told it to us. it sounded like a frank admission that 
would clear up all the discrepancies in his former story. But 
after we read it three or four times while in my office, we 
actually felt f<x>lish. It seemed inconceivable that a man of 
ordinary intelligence would tell a tale like that to others and 
expect them to believe it. 

"I don't think I'll be in a hurry to release him," said Clark. 
"It won't hurt him to sit a few days: at least, until i can have 
the police check up on these towns he claims to have visited 
after leaving Dubuque, Iowa." 




William N. Coffey, the human enigma; 
photo taken at the age of 50, in 1927. 
He secretly drank glass after glass of 
water and even soaked his socks and 
underwear in water, to beat the "Berlin 
system"! 



"That makes me think," I of- 
fered," — he came to Kirov on the 
train, and I wonder where his car is 
now. I'm going in and ask him." 

Together we returned to the cell 
room. 

"Where is your car now, Mr. Cof- 
fey?" I questioned. 

"Oh, I left that at home in Detroit." 

"What is the license number of it?" 

"I'm sure I can't remember. You 
know I have eight cars, and my secre- 
tary usually attends to the license and 
other car fees." 

I looked at him incredulously. He- 
cause he preferred to remain in jail 
rather than furnish bail, I had almost 
forgotten that he was wealthy. That 
fact was heightened by his trying to 
realize on Hattie's forged stocks, also. 

However, I said no more, and 
Clark and I walked out. I im- 
mediately wired the State Department 
in Michigan and requested the num- 
bers of the licenses issued to William 
N. Coffey of Detroit. The surprising 
answer came back that there were two 
W. N. Coffeys in Michigan at that 
time, but none living in Detroit. One 
of them owned a Chevrolet coupe and 
the other, a Ford truck ! 



RIBBING again, eh? Well. Mr. 

Coffey, I thought, we will go into 
this a little deeper, and we won't let 
you know a thing about it! 
I sat down and thought things over. Outside of the trip 
to Detroit, he had never mentioned Michigan. 

He mentioned Dubuque, in Iowa, and he mentioned Chicago 
and Rockford, in Illinois. But in Wisconsin he seemed to be 
well acquainted, because he mentioned l-a Crosse, Sheboygan, 
Milwaukee and other places. I decided it might be possible 
that he lived in W isconsin instead of Michigan. If so, then 
his car should have Wisconsin license plates. Accordingly, 
I wired the State Department at Madison, Wisconsin, for 
information on licenses issued to him. 

The startling reply I received made me gasp, and sent me 
dashing post-haste over to District Attorney Clark's office. 

"Here's some new dope about our friend. ColTcy!" I cried, 
as I burst in on him. 

"What's up now?" he asked. 
"Read this," I said, handing him the telegram. 
" 'William .V. Coffey. Two-Twelve Sorlh Mount Street, 
Madison, Wisconsin, Oakland coupe,' " he read aloud. "Aha. 
now we're getting somewhere! Here'swhat foe found out: He 
registered at the Julien Hotel at Dubuque. Iowa, with his 
wife on October eighth, and next he registered at a hotel 
in Sheboygan on October fourteenth. ALONG. Now, where 
was he between those dates, and what did he do with his 
wife? She disappeared between October eighth and four- 
teenth. I can find no trace of him in the hotels in La Crosse 
or Milwaukee. He had camping equipment with him. of 
course, and may have camped out." 

We were elated with our success. What a liar Coffey was 
turning out to Ik;! And what blundering stupidity he had 
shown in all his movements! How had he been able to win 
the good reputation he had, and continue to pull the wool 
over the eyes of those who believed in him? His life must 
have been a sort of Doctor-Jekyll-and- Mr.-llyde existence. 
If anyone had told i.'e he was a brainy man who might outwit 
us all before we were through with him. I would have burst 

35 



36 



True Detective Mysteries 



into a loud guffaw. Let me suggest that the reader check 
over Coffey's stories thus far. and read carefully what is to 
come, and see if he can fathom his diabolical cunning. 

District Attorney Clark wired Franklin Trostle, Chief of 
Police at Madison, Wisconsin, to check up on Coffey's ad- 
dress at 212 North Blount Street. Here another startling 
and almost unbelievable development cropped up. 

Coffey had a wife — Alberta — and three children there! 

This Mrs. Coffey, we soon learned, had no knowledge of 
her husband's second marriage. -She was neither surprised 
nor grieved, however, to hear of his arrest, saying: 

"He is not worth shedding a tear over. 1 am through 
with him for good. He was never home much, anyway. He 
has been all over the country. I did get a letter from him 
from Asheville. North Carolina, and he was home in Decem- 
ber and then went away again." 

Permit me to do justice to Mrs. Alberta Coffey by saying 




Above Photograph of Coffey 
giving one of his many confessions. 
{Seated, 1. to r.) Sheriff Wright, 
Coffey and Mrs. Lyall Wright, who 
took down his confession. District 
Attorney Robert Clark is standing 
back of Sheriff Wright. Note .the 
clawlike hand of Coffey the hand 
that performed his terrible deeds. 
(Right) Was this note, in Coffey's 
handwriting, sent by hirn to Sheriff 
Lyall Wright, a derisive mockery of 
his true feelings, veiled in its 
meaning, or was it a sincere ex- 
pression of faith in, and good- 
feeling toward his prosecutor? 



that she holds the respect of the 
community. She alone has sup- 
ported the family, and slaved to 
educate her children, while her 
errani spouse was chasing all 
over the country swindling, 
cheating and living by his wits. 

nrHK Coffey children at that 
time were, Alberta, eighteen, 
a high school graduate; Marion, 

fourteen; and a son, Douglas, twenty. Douglas had per- 
fected some important radio improvements, and was well 
on the road to a successful career. They are all bright, high- 
minded young people, living up to the ideals implanted by 
their splendid mother. 

Mrs. Coffey did all she could to aid the police. She per- 
mitted a search of her home, and the police found two rubber 
stamps, one bearing the name, "Mrs. Ilattie Hales," and the 
other, "Mrs. Wm. A'. Coffey." 

Coffey's Oakland coupe was located in a storage garage. 
Five suitcases were discovered in the car. One of them was- 



opened and found to contain some women's clothing, a few 
silver and gold coins, and jewelry, not Mrs. Coffey's. 

Chief Trostle held the suitcases until the arrival of HattieV 
sister, Mrs. Holdridge, Saturday afternoon. She promptly 
identified the suitcases and contents as belonging to her 
sister. Further investigation brought to light the fact thai 
Coffey had first appeared in Madison sixteen years before 
and established himself as a dealer in real estate and bonds. 
Next he opened up a collection agency. He prospered for 
a while, but met with reverses and acquired a reputation for 
unreliability and for cashing "rubber checks." 

It is remarkable how the man could have kept up this dual 
life and got away with it so long within the confines of one 
State. At home he was distrusted and considered a crook. 
Yet he could go to cities a few miles away, pose as a church 
worker, and solicit funds for various uplift societies. His 
benevolent manner and strong personality completely dis- 
armed those he came in contact with, and they accepted 
him as an upright man. In passing, 1 might say that it 
was later brought out that he solicited sums as high as 
four or five thousand dollars from wealthy donors, but 
at no time did he turn in more than four or five hundred 
to the organizations employing him. There is small 
doubt but that this gifted man could have reached the 
top position in any legitimate business he might have 
entered, but he chose to be a crook. 

AS soon as word was flashed back that Coffey had 
another wife in Madison, Frnest Rosier hopped a 
train for Winona, Minnesota, and swore out a warrant 
charging him with bigamy. We were not going to take 
any chances on losing our man should he wriggle out 
of the forgery charge against him. We wanted him 
where we could lay our hands on him until the mysterious 
St. Claire and Hattie were found. 

We were sure, now, that St. 
Claire and Coffey were in cahoots 
in a widow-swindling game. 
Coffey, with his engaging way, 
would woo and wed the victim, 
and then St. Claire would step 
in and elope with her, giving 
Coffey good grounds for a di- 
vorce after he had a grip on her 
money. Later on, probably, 
St. Claire would desert the 
woman and rejoin Coftey, and 
they would seek another victim. 
Coffey's statement to me upon 
our first meeting, in which he 
api>eared so grieved and during 
which he said he would quietly 
divorce her in order that she 
might be happy with St. Claire, 
seemed to bear out this theory. 

District Attorney Clark hur- 
ried to Madison to take a per- 
sonal hand in checking up this new 
phase. That night, which was 
Saturday, new information was 
brought to light to show how 
thoroughly these crooks had 
cleaned out their victim. Hither 
that, or they had now resorted to murder to get rid of her. 

Mrs. Alberta Coffey, wife No. i, telephoned Detective 
Jesse Smith at Madison, and said: 

"I want you and District Attorney Clark to come out here. 
1 have something important to show you. Bring Mrs. 
Holdridge with you, if you can." 

District Attorney Clark and Mrs. Holdridge, accompanied 
by Detectives Smith and Robert Putnam of Madison, rushed 
to Mrs. Coffey's home. When they arrived, she gave them 
two packages wrapped in heavy, brown paper, that had been 
previously opened. They had been (Continued on pagt 62) 
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'TAKE HIM for a RIDE!" 

"Two gunshot wounds — one through back of head, 
another ... We think he was bumped off in your 
county, then hauled up here . . . In victim's pocket 
we found a slip of paper with .... " 



By Captain James F. Bean 

Los Angeles Police Department 
As told to Madeline Kelley 






White cross marks the spot where the body of an Italian was found in plowed field bordering highway two miles east of Camarillo, 
Calif. Had he been taken for a "night ride"? If so — why? Who was he? His picture is shown, lower-right. Upper-right, 
Captain "Jimmy" Bean, who investigated, for the Los Angeles Police Department, this mysterious and baffling case, the ramifi- 
cations of which reached across the continent to New York's underworld 
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k EPUTY SH ERIFF WALLACE of Ventura calling the 
homicide detail of the Los Angeles Sheriff's office!" 
the long-distance operator announced. "Are you 
ready?" 

"Ready. Put your party on. Hello . . . hello?" 

"Hello, Los Angeles! This is Carl Wallace . . . Ventura 
County Sheriff's office." 

"All right, shoot!" The clerk reached for pad and pencil. 

"Say, we need your help in solving a murder. Body of a 
young man found on the highway two miles east of Camarillo 
at five o'clock this morning. Two gunshot wounds — one 
through the back of the head, another through the right 
cheek. No powder burns and very little blood. We think he 
was bumped off in your county, then hauled up here . . . Can 
you hear me?" ' ' 

"Yes. What else?" 

"The body's at Diffenderfer's undertaking parlors in 
Oxnard. Send a couple of men up there, will you?" 



"Sure. We'll get someone started right away. Can you 
give me a description of the body?" 

"About thirty years old, six feet, slim build, black hair' 
parted on right side, brown eyes, smooth-shaven, good teeth, 
and a three-inch diagonal scar across the forehead. Get that?" 

"O.K. Go ahead!" 

"Very well dressed. Wore dark-blue suit, black-and-red 
striped necktie, White silk handkerchief, tan oxfords, white 
silk underwear. Looks Italian. Found some money in his 
shirt pocket, a package of matches thit came from a Venice 
cafe, and a white-gold watch. That lets the hold-up theory 
out." 

"Anything else?" 

"Yes; take this down. In victim's vest pocket we. found a 
slip of paper with the name 'Laura' — L-A-U-R-A — and the 
number Five-Nine-0-F.ight-Nine-Five scribbled on it. The 
telephone company says that number's listed to a man named 
Mendoza, Four-Six-O- Fight Kingswell Drive, Los Angeles. 
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Check up on that before you do anything else, will you?" 
"Right." 

"That's all. The boys can get the rest of it when they come 
up. So long!" 

Informed of the long-distance telephone communication, 
Captain William J. Bright, commanding the homicide detail 
of the Los Angeles County Sheriff's office, immediately as- 
signed Deputies 
D. E. Croushorn, 
R. G. Vejar and 
H. C. Brewster to 
investigate the case, 
and ordered them 
to report to Deputy 
Sheriff Wallace in 
the adjoining 
county of Ventura. 

At Captain 
Bright's request, I 
detailed Detective 
Aldo Corsini of the 
Homicide Squad of 
the Los Angeles 
Police Department 
to accompany the 
Sheriff's officers. 




(Above) Audrey Mo- 
rosco — the "mystery 
girl" in the case. 
When the detectives 
questioned her she 
said she was "Mrs. 
Pero," and she 
"didn't know any- 
thing about it." 

(Right) Carl J. Wal- 
lace, Deputy Sheriff 
and Superintendent 
Ventura County 
Bureau of Criminal 
Investigation, is seen 
comparing finger- 
prints of Frank 
Rocco and Domi- 
nick Leo with latent 
prints found on bottle 
in the murder-car 



Corsini was chosen because of his familiarity with the lan- 
guage and characteristics of the Italian people. 

Arrived at Oxnard, the four officers proceeded at once to 
Diffenderfer's undertaking parlors, where they were met by 
Deputy Sheriff Wallace. 

A minute examination of the murdered man's clothing 
added somewhat to the information already at hand. The 
necktie and shoes were found to bear manufacturers' labels; a 
cleaning establishment's mark appeared on the lining of a 
coat sleeve, and in one pocket was found a partly rilled box of 
Pall Mall cigarettes. 

It was while the Los Angeles officers were still in the under- 
taking parlors that a telephone call was received from Cap- 
tain Bright, ordering them to return as quickly as possible. 
Accordingly, having been furnished photographs and the 
finger-print classification of the dead man, they took a hurried 
departure. 



Meanwhile, I had volunteered to assist Captain Bright in 
any way possible in clearing up this case, and reported at his 
office a few minutes after the investigators left for Oxnard. 

We first proceeded to 4608 Kingswell Drive. We found 
the house occupied by one Jack Mendoza, Los Angeles busi- 
ness man, and his wife, l^aura, both of whom readily admitted 
that the number 590-8^5, found in the murdered man's pocket, 
was registered to their telephone. 

At Captain Bright's request, Mr. and Mrs. Mendoza came 
at once to his office, and there, in the presence of Deputy 
Sheriffs C. D. Allen and V. Gray, Stenographer Norman 
Hueston and myself, voluntarily answered a number of ques- 
tions put to them by Captain Bright. 

Mrs. Mendoza was unable to account for the fact that her 
name and telephone number had been found in the dead man's 
clothing, and declared that she knew no one answering his de- 
scription, as given. 

However, persistent questioning brought forth information 
destined to prove highly important in solving the mystery, 
when Mrs. Mendoza finally said: 

"Last night, Jack and I accepted an invitation from a busi- 
ness associate of his, to have dinner with him at the Tropical 
Inn. I'd rather not mention the name of Jack's friend, as he 
had no connection whatever with what followed. Is that all 
right?" 

Assured that she might withhold this man's name for the 
present, Mrs. Mendoza continued: 

"1ATHEN we'd finished dinner and were sitting in the cafe 
talking, I suddenly remembered that my sister, 
Geraldine, was living at the King Apartments in Venice. The 
Tropical Inn's not far from there, you know, so I suggested 
that we drive out and see her. I might explain that Geraldine, 
or Jerry, as we call her, has had a quarrel with her husband, 
and has been living in Venice with a girl friend. I wanted to 
try to persuade her to come home with us. Jack and I both 
felt that she'd be better off with her own people than with this 
strange girl, whom none of us knew. 

"So, we left the Inn about ten o'clock and 
drove to Venice. Jack and his friend stayed 
in the car while I went up to the apartment 
to talk with Jerry. I'd been there only a 
few minutes, though, when three men came 

in. I believe they were Italians " 

"Were they introduced to you?" Cap- 
tain Bright interrupted. 

"Yes, of course. But I don't recall their 
names; I simply acknowledged the intro- 
ductions. Then, when they started talking 
with the girl who rooms with Jerry — I think 
her name's Audrey — I walked into the 
bathroom with my sister, and began to 
urge her to come home with me. 

"She said that the men who had just 
come in had befriended her, and that she 
couldn't very well leave while they were 
there; but she asked me to go back to the 
car, explain matters to Jack, and return to the apartment in 
half an hour. By that time, she'd be ready to go with us. I 
promised to do this, and left the apartment." 

"Would vou recognize these three Italian men if you saw 
them again?" I asked. 

"Maybe. I don't know. I saw them only a moment." 
"Very well. What did you do next?" 
"We drove around for about forty-five minutes, then re- 
turned to the apartment house. Just as we got there, these 
same three men came out, got into a Packard roadster and 
drove away." 

"Is that the last you saw of them?" 

"Yes, it is. As soon as they were out of sight, I went back 
up to Jerry's apartment. She'd packed a couple of suitcases 
and was ready to go. We said good-by to her friend, Audrey, 
picked up the suitcases, went downstairs, got in the car with 
Jack and this other man, and all four returned to Los Angeles. 
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"Jerry was very quiet all the way in . . . seemed worried, 
not like herself, I thought. Then, when we reached our house, 
Jerry suddenly changed her mind, and insisted upon going 
back to Venice." Mrs. Mendoza's pretty face douded at the 
recollection. "It ended up by Jack driving her back, much 
against our better judgment . . . Meanwhile, Jack's friend had 
gone on to his own apartment." 

"Pardon me," I interposed. "Had this 'friend' whom you 
mention met your sister before last night?" 

"Absolutely not! He has no connection whatever with this 
case. That's why I'd prefer not to make his name public." 

"Very' well. Proceed with what you were saying, please." 

Mrs. Mendoza sighed deeply. "Well, between one and two 
o'clock in the morning, Jack came back alone. Said Jerry told 
him we mustn't worry about her — that she could take care of 
herself. 

"Now, that's all I know, except that Jerry came to Los 
Angeles early this morning and went straight out to 
Mother's." 

"What is your sister's last name?" Captain Bright inquired. 

"Forrester," she said, after a moment's hesitation. 

"And her husband's 
full name?" 

Jack Mendoza 
glanced at his wife ^- 
and smiled. "Go on. 
tell 'em, honey!" 

"Orville Forrester," 
she said. 

Captain Bright and 
I exchanged glances. 
Orville Forrester was 
known to both the 
Sheriff's office and the 
Police Department, for 
his alleged "high- 
powered" bootlegging 
activities. 

"\AHLL you ask 

Mrs. Forrester 
to call at this office as 
soon as possible?" 
Captain Bright re- 
quested. "We'll want 
to ask her some ques- 
tions about this case." 

"Certainly. I'm 
sure she'll be glad to 
tell you anything she 

may know. I'll telephone her to come here at once." 

Convinced that the Mendozas had given us all the in- 
formation at their command, Captain Bright permitted 
them to leave, after receiving their assurance that they 
would remain in the city pending further investigation 
of the murder mystery. Their aid had been invaluable. 

Meanwhile, Deputies Brewster, Crous- 
horn, Vejar and Detective Corsini had re- 
turned from Oxnard. They reported their 
findings in that city, and delivered to us 
several copies of the dead man's photograph. 

Brewster and Corsini were then or- 
dered to interview the manager of the King 
Apartments in Venice, and obtain all possi- 
ble information regarding the friends and 
associates of Geraldine Forrester and the 
girl Audrey, as it now seemed highly prob- 
able that the dead Italian might be one of 
their three visitors of the night before. 

It was not more than an hour after the 
Mendozas left the Sheriff's office, when a 
strikingly beautiful blonde girl, gowned in 
the latest fashion, presented herself at 
Captain Bright's office. 



"I am Geraldine Forrester," she announced. "You sent 
for me?" 

"I did," Captain Bright acknowledged. "Please sit down." 
He indicated a chair near the desk. "Now, Mrs. Forrester, we 
want to ask you a few questions about a murder that took 
place last night. You knew a murder had been committed, 
did you not?" 

"I — not until my sister told me, just a little while ago." 
"No? Well, first, how long have you been married to 
Orville Forrester?" 
"Six years." 

"That long? You look very young . . ." 



I'm twentv-two now," she 



"T WAS married at sixteen, 
smiled. 

"Is it true that you've had trouble with your husband, and 
are now separated from him?" 

"For the time being — yes," was the guarded reply. 

"How long have you lived in the King Apartments at 
Venice?" 

"A few days." 
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(Top) Horseshoe Curve 
of the beautiful Co no jo 
Grade, showing the spot 
(marked by white cross) 
where the murder gun 
was found by Bert Hal- 
burgh, driver of the Los 
Angeles-Ventura Ex- 
press. (Above) Captain 
William J. Bright. (Left) 
Deputy Sheriff W. J. 
Suytar. (Right) Chief 
Deputy P. J. Ayala 



"Did you live there alone?" 
"No. With a girl friend — 
Audrey Morosco." 

"Audrey Morosco," Cap- 
tain Bright repeated. Then: 
"Who are these three Italian 
men who visited 
you last night?" 

"Just som.e 
friends of ours." 

"I insist upon 
knowing their 
names." 

"One was 
named Jimmy, 
one they called 
Henry, and the 
other Dominick. 
1 don't know their 
last names." 

Captain Bright 
abruptly held up 
to view a picture 
of the murdered 
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was a friend of 



know who killed 




man, taken after his death, in the undertaking parlors. 
"Know him?" he demanded. 

As she stared at the gruesome photograph, the girl's eyes 
widened with horror and all vestige of color drained from her 
face. Her hand shook, and for a moment she could not speak. 

"You do know him, then?" 
the officer prompted. 

"That's — that's Jimmy!" she 
whispered, with trembling lips. 

"Was he your particular 
friend?" 

"He— he 
mine, yes." 

"Do you 
him?" 

"I? How should I know?" 
She seemed to* have entirely re- 
covered her self-control. "I 
told you, I didn't even know a 
murder had been committed un- 
til my sister phoned me, just 
before I came down here!" ' 

""MOW, Mrs. Forrester, tell 
us, in your own words, 
exactly what happened in your^ 
apartment last night. Did this 
dead man — Jimmy, as you call 
him — have a quarrel with the 
other two Italians? Was there 
any drinking going on? In 
short, give us all the informa- 
tion you can about this affair." 

"I — I can't tell you much. 
The three boys were good 
friends, as far as I know. They 
never drank, unless, possibly, a little 
wine. Last night, they didn't even have 
that. At about eleven o'clock, they 
drove up to the apartment to see Audrey 
and me, stayed a few minutes, then all 
three left together, apparently on the 
best of terms. They said they might see 
us later . . ." 

"And did you see them later?" I asked, 
when she broke off. 

"No. Just after they left, my sister 
and her husband came to take me back 
to the city. I packed a suitcase and went 
with them. Then, after getting into Los 
Angeles, I began thinking about Au- 
drey — how kind she'd been to me since 
I'd had this trouble with my husband — 
and I decided to go back to Venice and 
spend the night with her. So I made 
Jack — my brother-in-law — drive me 
back. This morning, Audrey and I 
moved into Los Angeles again." 

"Did you see the three men again that 
night?" I asked her once more, as she paused for breath. 

"N-no." Something in the girl's tone convinced me that 
she was not telling the entire truth. Captain Bright was 
evidently of the same opinion, for his next words were: 

"You're trying to shield someone, Mrs. Forrester. Now," 
he said sternly, "why won't you tell all you know concerning 
this murder?" 

"I don't know anything, I tell you," was the defiant 
answer. "/ didn't kill him. And how should I know who 
did?" 

"Perhaps you can explain how your sister's name and tele- 
phone number happened to be found on a scrap of paper in 
the dead man's pocket?" 

"That? Why, I wrote that myself. You see, Jimmy said 
he might go to San Francisco, and I told him that by the time 



(Left) Geraldine Forrester, snapped 
as she was leaving the court-house. 
(Below) An early photo of Orville 
Forrester and his wife, Geraldine 



he got back, I would have moved from Venice and could be 
reached at my sister's home. That's why I gave him Laura's 
name and phone number." 

"Where can we find this Audrey Morosco?" 

"I — I don't know her address. I haven't known her very 
long," she evaded. 

"That's very peculiar, indeed. Didn't she come into Los 
Angeles with you this morning?" 

"Yes. But I got out of the taxi first." 

"What taxicab company did you call?" 

"Audrey sent for the taxi. I don't know which company 
she called." 

"We can find out, of course, by checking the cab companies 
in Venice." 

"I've told you all I know." 

"Well, I'm sorry* to inform you, Mrs. Forrester, that we'll 
have to detain you as a material witness until this matter is 
straightened out." Captain Bright pressed a buzzer on his 
desk. "Send for a matron to take charge of this young lady," 
he directed the clerk who answered his ring. "I regret this, 
Mrs. Forrester, but under the circumstances, I have no choice 
in the matter. I'll call you again later." 

Head held high, and a look of disdain on her face, the girl 
marched from the office, in custody of a jail matron. 

D Y this time, Officers Brewster and Corsini were ready to 
report the results of their interview with the manager of 
the Venice apartment house, where the girls had lived. 

It appeared that on 
February 19th, 1929 — 
nine days before the 
murder, which oc- 
curred on February 
28th — two Italian 
men, who gave their 
names as James Brady 
and Henry' Baroni, 
called at the King 
Apartments and 
rented Apartment 403. 
They were driving a 
gray Packard roadster, 
bearing a State of 
Maine license, No. 

25055- 

On February 21st, a 
girl, who registered as 
Audrey Morosco, 
rented Apartment 405, 
adjoining that of the 
two Italians. Several 
days later, a blonde 
girl, whose name was 
not known to Mrs. 
Bright well, manager 
of the King Apart- 
ments, moved in with 
* — — — "**■"*****■ *■ ********** maaai^B t h e Morosco girl. 

At 4 o'clock on the 

morning of March 1st, Mrs. Brightwell observed lights on in 
Apartments 40J and 705. At 8 o'clock that same morning, she 
discovered that the tenants of both apartments had moved, with- 
out taking the trouble to give the customary notice. 

In Apartment 403 were found several articles of men's 
clothing, bearing laundry marks identical with those found on 
the clothing worn by the dead man; also, a box containing a 
few Pall Mall cigarettes. 

From a check of taxicab concerns in Venice and the adjoin- 
ing beach city of Santa Monica, the officers learned that at 
6:30 on the morning of March 1st, the Black & White Taxicab 
Company of Santa Monica received an order to send a car to 
the King Apartments in Venice; the driver was instructed to 
report to Apartment 405. 

Driver J. L. Knglehart responded to the call. Upon his 
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arrival at Apartment 405, he was ordered by two young 
Women, whom he described as "one blonde, the other dark . . . 
a couple of good-lookers," to carry a number of suitcases to 
the taxicab. He had then driven both girls into Los Angeles. 
■ The brunette had been dropped at the Californian Hotel on 
West Sixth Street; her blonde companion left the taxi in the 
vicinity of Sixty-Fourth and Merrill Streets. 

Upon receipt of this valuable information, I detailed 
Corsini and Brewster to go to the Californian Hotel, and, if 
possible, bring in the Morosco girl for questioning. 

nPHEY arrived at that hostelry at 10:30 P. M.,and explained 
their mission to the night clerk. They were given per- 
mission to examine the hotel register, but failed to find the 
name "Morosco" thereon. However, it appeared that a 
young, dark-complexioned woman had registered there at 
8 o'clock that morning under the name, "Mrs. Hero." 

The officers then gave the clerk a description of Audrey 
Morosco, as given by the landlady at the Venice apartment 
house, and were informed that it compared favorably with 
that of Mrs. Pero. 

"She has Room Four-Four-Three," the clerk stated. "But 
there's no one . . . Sh! Here she comes 
now!" And as Brewster and Corsini 
withdrew a few steps, a fashionably 
dressed young woman approached the 
desk and demanded the key to Room 
443- 

Hardly able to restrain their excite- 
ment, the officers waited until the lady 
received her key and entered the 
elevator. 

Two minutes later, Corsini and 
Brewster knocked at Room 443. As the 
door was flung wide, they entered. 

"Miss Morosco?" greeted Brewster. 

Disappointment replaced the smile of 
happy anticipation which the girl had 
worn upon opening the door. "I — 
there must be some mistake. I am Mrs. 
Pero. I was expecting someone else." 





"Mrs. Pero . . . sometimes known as Miss Morosco," 
Corsini ventured. "We're from the Sheriff's office. Will you 
please put on your hat and come with us?" 

"I certainly will not!" she flared. "You must be mis- 
taken . ..." 

"In that case, we'll detain you only a few minutes. But, 
first, we must ask you to prove that we're mistaken." 

"I — oh, well, I'll go with you." The girl unexpectedly aban- 
doned her r61e of injured innocence. "May I telephone to a 
friend of mine first?" 

"No," Officer Brewster informed her. "We can't permit 
you to do that." 

For a second, an angry frown showed on the girl's attractive 
features. Then, with a petulant shrug, she snatched a small 



hat from a table, jammed it down over her black hair and 
made ready to accompany the officers 

When they reached the lobby, the girl stopped at the desk. 
"I wish to leave a note here," she explained. "Is there any 
objection to that?" 

"None whatever.' 

The girl seized a small pad and pencil from the counter, 
hurriedly scribbled a few words, and handed the folded sheet 
of paper to the clerk. "Give him this when he comes in," was 
her cr> ptic message. 

Corsini, upon reaching the street, excused himself under 
pretense of having to phone his office, and reentered the hotel 
lobby. At the desk, he demanded and received the note it) 
question. lacking salutation or signature, it read 

Honey, they are taking me to jail. Stay away until yoii 
hear from me. 

"I'll just keep this note," Corsini told the clerk. "Don't 
deliver her message to anyone. We'll be back shortly." 

A half-hour later. "Mrs. Pero" was brought by Brewster 
and Corsini to the Sheriff's office, and introduced to Captain 

Bright and myself. 

The two officers 
then returned to the 
hotel, to stake until 
the arrival of the 
"honey" for whom 
the girl's note had 
been intended. 

"■you a re Audrey 
. Morosco?" Cap- 
tain Bright began. 

After a perceptible 
pause, the answer 
came. 
"Yes." 

"And you've been 
living with Geraldine 
Forrester in the King 
Apartments at 
Venice?" 

The girl drew a 
deep breath. "No. I 
don't know Geraldine 
Forrester, and I have 
never lived in 
Venice!" 

At this unexpected 

declaration, Captain Bright sat back in his chair and sur- 
veyed the young lady with interest. 

"That's strange," he remarked. "I have it on very good 
authority — no less an authority than Mrs. Forrester herself — 
that you girls have been living at the King Apartments in 
Venice and that you were both extremely friendly with some 
Italian men who occupied the rooms adjoining yours. Isn't 
that true?" 

"I don't care to say anything until I've talked with an 
attorney." 

"You don't care to help us find out wkT> killed your friend, 
Jimmy, then?" 

"I don't know anything about anyone being killed!" 

"Perhaps Mrs. Forrester can refresh your memory." Cap- 
tain Bright turned to me. "W ill you ask her to come down 
here, Captain Bean?" 

A few moments later, the two young women were brought 
face to face. 

Geraldine explained the situation to her friend in a few 
terse sentences. 

"Tell them what we did last night, Audrey," she com- 
manded. "They already know something about it. Tell 'em 
about my going in to I,os Angeles with my sister, and all 
about it." {Continued on page 88) 




(Above) Close-up view of the murder-car, 
a Packard roadster, in which the Italian 
gangster was "taken for a ride," showing 
bullet holes in the weather-strip, circled in 
white. (Left) Note where bullet (in white 
circle) came through the top of the car 
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I Above | Michael Gregor, the slain 
man, Supply Sergeant, Company 
B. 16th Infantry, at Carnp Dix, 
New Jersey. | Righ 1 1 Facsimile of 
first page of a letter written to 
Detective Parker by "Mrs. Blake," 
after Duncan's trial, with the 
exception that a name has been 
marked out for obvious reasons 



NOTE: About hvo years ago this 
magazine published a short out- 
line of this Iniffling crime. Readers 
wrote in wanting to learn the de- 
Uuls. Lately we persuaded Detec- 
tive Parker to tell in his own words 
the inside farts of this famous 
case, in deUiil as it actually hap- 
pened, and it is here given to the 
public for the first time. 

A sketch of Detective Parker ap- 
pears in the hack pages of this 
issue. 



If Parker had never handled any other 
case but this in his life, then this one case 
alone would stamp him as a great detective 
— and the reason for this statement the 
reader will find in the remarkable story 
that follows. He has, however, a record of 
118 murder cases successfully solved out 
of 124 he has handled in the last 35 years 

By Ellis H. Parker 

Chief of Detectives 
Burlington County, New Jersey 

As told to 

Alan Hynd 
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IT all began on the bitterly 
cold afternoon of December 
3rd, 1921. Three young men — Eugene Emmons, Harvey 
Pet tit and Charles Harris, all of whom lived in Wrights- 
town. New Jersey- -got together for a hunting expedition. 
The scene of their objective was an incredibly wild stretch of 
woods which skirted Camp Dix, one of the largest of the 
Government cantonments during and immediately following 
the World War, situated in central New Jersey. 

It was, I distinctly remember, along about 3 o'clock in the 
afternoon when the three hunters reached a sjmH in the woods 
just a short distance fnrm the Camp Dix disposal plant. A 
stiff wind was blowing as the men tramped over the rough 
ground, their eyes carefully scanning the terrain before them 
for some trace of wild prey at which to aim their weapons. 
Suddenly, the trio noticed that the wind brought with it a 
rather peculiar odor. 

"Smells like something dead," commented one of the men. 
As they marched further into the woods, the odor became 
more pronounced. 
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The hunters stopped abruptly. 
In front of them lay the horrible 
cause of the odor which they had 
detected— -a man's decomposed 
body, clothed in the khaki worn by 
the soldiers of Uncle Sam. 

Without stopping to examine 
thoroughly their gruesome dis- 
covery, the men doubled on their 
tracks and rushed to Camp Dix, 
where they reported what they had 
found. 

The startling news was at once 
relayed to Major Shields W'arren, 
Provost Marshal of the canton- 
ment, who in turn immediately 
called me on the telephone. In 
almost less time than it takes to 
tell about it, I was speeding 
toward Camp Dix in company 
with Coroner Richard Clover, 
Clifford D. Cain, one of my 
assistants, and my secretary, Miss 
Anna Yoos (now Mrs. Herman 
Bading). Arriving at the cantonment, we were joined by 
Major W'arren and Captains Fred K. Long and Xoe Killien. 
Thereupon, we set out for the spot in the woods where the 
hunters had made their discovery. 

HpHE body was lying in a thicket, face upward, alongside the 
stump of a large tree. There were deep ruts in a stretch of 

sand near-by, which indicated to me that the body had been 

dragged some distance to its hiding-place. 

It was very evident that it had been lying there for some 

time, in view of the fact that it was virtually reduced to a 

skeleton. This, of course, made immediate identification 

through recognition impossible. 

It was obvious, however, that the dead man had been a 

soldier- undoubtedly stationed at Camp Dix — as he had 

worn the regulation army uniform at the time of his death. 

Close examination of this uniform disclosed that all pockets 

had been turned inside out and rifled. 



of CAMP DIX 



T 
I 



Among other things, we noticed 
that the revolver holster on the dead 
man was empty. We thereupon be- 
gan to beat the ground in the imme- 
diate vicinity in a search for the 
weapon, but did not locate it. This 
tended to eliminate the suicide 
theory. Just as we were about to 
end our search, we came across a 
rosary and ring of keys, which had 
been badly rusted through ex|x>sure 
to the elements. These had been ly- 
ing not far from the body. 

Owing to the absence of the re- 
volver, the rifled pockets, and the 
ruts in the sand, Major Warren and 
the rest of us investigating the case 
concluded that we were facing a 
murder -a murder punctuated with 
mysterious and battling aspects. 

By nightfall the body was in the 
Camp Dix morgue, and a hastily 
performed autopsy revealed that 

death had been caused by two bullets which had l>een fired 
completely through the head. Both shots had undoubtedly 
been of a fatal nature, indicating that the slayer wanted to 
make a "good job" of his tiendish task. 

\%TORKlNG on the theory that the dead man had been a 
Camp Dix soldier. ! had the army officials supply me 
with a list of all men who had gone "A. W. O. L." about three 
months previously. 1 tixed that time because physicians 
who examined the body told me that it had probably been in 
the woods for about three months. 

After they had completed the tedious process of going 
through the records of the various companies housed in Camp 
Dix, the army officials informed me thai Michael Gregor, a 
supply sergeant in Company B, Sixteenth Infantry, had been 
chalked up with desertion on September ijth — just about 
three months prior to the discovery of the body. 

"Was Sergeant Gregor the only one of the thousands of 
men in Camp Dix to desert about that time?" 1 asked. 

"Positively," was the prompt answer of the officer to whom 
I had directed my question. 

1 immediately recognized in the record of Gregor's dis- 
appearance a red-hot lead in the direction of identification. 
Accordingly, I instructed that the rusty keys which had been 
found near the body immediately be cleaned. When this was 
done. 1 went to the barracks which Gregor had occupied and, 
to my satisfaction, found that the keys in question fitted 
the doors to the rooms where the missing man's activities had 
centered. 

My next step was to show the rosary to some of the men 
who had been Gregor's intimates, and they unhesitatingly 
identified the chaplet as that which had been worn by the 
missing Sergeant. 

Next, 1 compared Gregor's physical characteristics - 
height, weight, el cetera - with what had been the normal 
physical measurements of the skeleton, and found that both 
dovetailed nicely. Therefore, identification was now posi- 
tive! 

The missing gun, however, bothered me, but more of that 
plenty more — later. 

With identification established, my next step was to learn 
something aboul Gregor and the circumstances incident to 
his disappearance. I gleaned the following: 

Gregor, who was thirty-one years of age, gave his home 
address as St. Louis. Missouri. His only relatives were a 
brother, J. Gregor. and a sister, Anna Gregor. both of whom 
resided at that time at 1814. South Twelfth Street, in the 
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(Above) Typical 
scene at Camp Dix 
during the War. 
showing troops on 
their way to the 
parade grounds. 
(Right I General 
Charles Suinmerall, 
in command at 
Camp Dix in 1917, 
now Chief of Staff of the 
United States Army, who 
personally commended 
Detective Parker for his 
remarkable work in solv- 
ing the Gregor case 



Missouri metropolis. 

Gregor was a hand- 
some, big fellow of ex- 
cellent character. Care- 
ful investigation showed 
that he had never run 
afoul of the law. He 
was serving his second 
enlistment in the Army 
at the time of his dis- 
appearance, and his rec- 
ord as a soldier was unusually good. A popular man in the 
Camp, the Sergeant had been a soct of banker for his fellow 
soldiers. Having an implicit faith in him. his buddies ai 
Camp Dix often gave him large sums of money to keep foi 
them. Oftentimes, too, Gregor would advance small amount? 
out of his own pocket to soldiers who were broke. He never 
accepted any interest for such loans. 

fXN the day of September <)th, 1921, Gregor and a detach 
ment of his company went to target practise on the-camp 
range, which skirted the woods where his body was destined 
to be found. The day in question was the last day oi target 
practise for some time, and the records revealed that Gregor 
tried to qualify as a sharpshooter. He failed, however, and 
the result was that he was the object of good-natured gibes 
from his buddies. But the fact that he had failed to join 
the ranks of the sharpshooters made him considerably 
despondent, superior officers noticed 

That night, the Sergeant mysteriously vanished. 
The next day. when Gregor still failed to put in an appear- 
ance, army officials at once suspected that he had deserted 
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and (hat the reason for the desertion was his failure to qualify 
as a sharpshooter the day previous. The usual drag-net 
which is spread for deserters was laid for Gregor. He was 
hunted in Trenton, New Jersey, to which city many of the 
Camp l)i.\ soldiers gravitated; Philadelphia and other places. 
A close watch was kept on his home in St. Louis. Hut 
Gregor was nowhere to be found. So. despite the fact that 
his financial and official accounts were in perfect order, 
he — the man who had been known as a model soldier 

was branded as a deserter, and his name went down on 
the ignoble list with the others who had gone apparently 
permanently A. \V. 0. I.. And so things remained until 
December 3rd. when Gregor's skeleton appeared to re- 
move the blot from the good name of the man who had 
been its owner. 

It will readily be seen that 1 was up against a tough task- 
when I became the chief investigator in 
ferreting out the mystery which shrouded 
a murder committed almost three months 
before we knew about it. Had Gregor 
been a man whose characteristics or ac- 
tivities had caused him to breed ill will, the 
work of finding someone with a motive for 
the murder would have been compara- 
tively simple. But here was a man with 
no known enemies. 

However, by this time, certain things 
were taking shape in my mind. The fact 
that Gregor had been generally known as 
a banker for several of the soldiers at 
Camp Dix. coupled with the fact that his 
pockets had been rifled, led me to suspect 
robbery as the motive for the crime. I felt 
convinced, too, that the 

killing had been the work ■ 1 . 

of one of the soldiers in the 
cantonment — probably a 
man in Gregor's own com- 
pany. 




'PHIS theory was only 
natural, inasmuch as 
the body had been found 
near Camp Dix. Then, too, 
the members of the slain 
man's company would be 
most likely to be intimately 
acquainted with his habits. 
Accordingly, I decided that 
my best bet would be to 
resort to the process of 
questioning every soldier 
in Company li. This, on 
the face of it, was a long 
chance — but it was my 
only chance of getting at 
the bottom of a mystery 
which, by its very nature, 
threatened to pass into the 
limbo of unsolved crimes. 
1 told Marshal Warren of 



my thoughts along this line, and he said: "You're in charge. 
Ellis; do whatever you want. You may bank on my co- 
operation to the very last degree!" 

I thereupon arranged with Marshal Warren to have every 
man in Gregor's company sent to my office in Mount Holly 
for questioning. I further arranged matters so that no one, 
upon being questioned, would be allowed to communicate 
with those who had not yet been quizzed. 

So, on the morning of December 5th -less than forty- 
eight hours after the finding of the body—more than one 
hundred khaki-clad men were brought to the small, ram- 
shackle building on Main Street, where my office at that time 
was located. Many of them were forced to remain in the 
street while waiting to be called for questioning. 

With army officials clustered about me. I called for the 
first man. After briefly summarizing the case, I asked this 
soldier to give, if possible, a detailed ac- 
count of his actions on September oth. 
He looked up at me, rather bewildered. 

"Wh> — I can't remember what I was 
doing on September ninth." he answered. 
"Very well," I said, "you may go." 



TPHE second soldier was brought in, 
and my questioning process repeated. 
Once again my query as to September 9th 
produced the same reaction — a bewildered 
expression and the answer, "I can't 
remember." 

And so it went. One after the other 
the soldiers came in the front door, and 
one after the other they filed out the 
side door, not a single one of them being 
able to remember what he 

. had done on the day that 

Sergeant Gregor vanished. 

Late in the afternoon, 
in walked the seventy- 
sixth man to be questioned 
(Continued on page 81) 
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(Top) Sergeant Grover Lan- 
dis Duncan, central figure in 
this baffling case. He was a 
member of Company B, 16th 
Infantry. (Left) Facsimile of 
letter written to Detective 
Ellis Parker by Duncan, 
which is of interest in relation 
to the man's hopeless plight 
at the time he wrote the 
letter- yet his mind, in spite 
of his tragic position, is still 
centered on getting his "back 
pay" from the Army. This 
gives a true insight into the 
fundamental characteristic of 
Duncan's nature that mo- 
tivated his actions in life. 

(Below) A general view of 
Camp Dix showing the bunk 
houses, parade grounds, and 
troops lining up for review 
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TRAPPING the 
"TERROR BANDITS' 

of San Francisco 

San Francisco was in a grip of terror such as the city had never before 
experienced. Fifteen citizens dead or wounded in twenty stick-ups from 
Saturday to Monday! The entire police force was grimly, relentlessly 
combing the city's underworld for the killers. . . . When would the 

"break" come? 



By Captain Charles W. Dullea 

San Francisco Detective Bureau 
As told to Perry Kittredge 



r T y HE story so far: 

■*■ San Francisco is undergoing a reign of terror! The 
time is October, 1926. Two bandits, running amuck, have 
pulled off 20 stick-ups within 48 hours. They kill 5, wound 
4, and slug 6. They elude pitrsuit as if by magic. A taxi, 
in which they speed from stick-up to stick-up, is the only 
clue to their identity. 

"Get the Terror Bandits!" is the cry. The greatest man- 
hunt in the history of San Francisco's Police Department 
is on! . Fool-rooms and hangouts in the South of Market 
district are combed, to dig out clues that will uncover the 
bandits. 

Seven days of palpitating suspense — then Detectives 
I'addv Wafer and Louis De Motet bring in the first hot 
tip! . . . 

Captain Dullea continues the story: 



Part Two — Conclusion 

GOOSENECK' is the nickname one of these birds goes 
by — and this is a sure tip!" jubilantly telephoned 
the two detectives, reporting to Headquarters. 
"Fine. Follow it up, and find Gooseneck!" came 
back the order. 

De Matei and Wafer needed no second bidding. Promptly, 
they went on a search of gyp joints, pool-rooms, and soft- 
drink places, looking for someone who might know the owner 
of the pithy sobriquet. In a hard-boiled hangout, they over- 
heard a man mention the single word: "Gooseneck." They 
waited until the speaker started to leave, then followed, and 
stopped him with questions. 

Although reluctant to talk, he finally admitted that he had 
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heard that Gooseneck had been drunk late Saturday night, 
after the first murder-orgy, in a joint on Waller Street, and 
that he had seemed excited. 

De Matei and Wafer became excited, too! This sounded 
like something. After further questioning, they obtained the 
name of a man who had l>een in the Waller Street joint that 
night. In a short while they had located this man, w-ho 
offered to talk if promised that his name would never be 
brought into the case. As he said, the guys at the joint were 
hard-boiled, and would bump off any informer. 

This informant had been drinking in the dive about 2 
o'clock Sunday morning, when a young man of medium height 
and build staggered into the room. His right hand was 
bleeding through a makeshift bandage. Habitues hailed him 
as "Gooseneck," and he seemed on intimate terms with the 

proprietors. In a short 
time he became dead 




clothes, with calloused hands. He was small, not more than 
150 pounds, and had a weak face. He looked like a man who 
could be easily led, yet a man who under normal environ- 
ment would go straight. 

"Is vour name Weeks?" Wafer inquired. 

"Yes." 

"We want to talk to you. You know what it's about!" 
"No, I don't!" 

The detectives were shooting in the dark. They hadn't a 
shred of direct evidence connecting Weeks with the killings. 
Vague whisperings and boastings about something, a bloody 
hand, and boozing in a tough resort, shortly after Saturday's 
crimes, constituted their case. Practically nothing to present 
to a jury! Little enough to hold Weeks on if he didn't im- 
plicate himself! It was to be a battle of wits and — bluff. 

"You're under ar- 
rest!" De Matei pulled 



drunk, and left for home. 

From other hangers-on ot 
the place, the detectives 
learned that Gooseneck's 
name was Weeks, and that 
he lived at iooo Mission 
Street. Rushing to this ad- 
dress, they met — a vacated 
room. 

Weeks had moved! 

T^H ROUGH the mover, 
D e Matei and Wafer 
learned Weeks' new address, 
and also that he was working 
as a laborer on the Duboce 
tunnel, a municipal project. 
They speeded to the tunnel ; 
the time was then mid-after- 
noon — Monday afternoon, a 
week after the last stick-up. 

"Have you a man by the 
name of Weeks working for 
you here?" De Matei 
inquired of the fore- 
man. 

"Weeks? Yes. He's 
that man over by the 
cart. Wait here and 
I'll call him." 

"Wait a minute!' 
De Matei cautioned. 
"We're detectives 
from the Police De- 
partment. We don't 
know y o u, and, 
though you niay be 
all to the good, we 
can't take chances 
You stick close by 
us for a minute!" 

They walked up to the 1 
dicated by the foreman. 

They found a young cba] 
twenty-one years old, in 
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about 
dirty 



Some of the officers ot the 
San Francisco Police De- 
partment who played 
prominent parts in catch- 
ing the "Terror Bandits." 
^■■1 ( Top-left, I. tor.) Detec- 
tive Sergeants William 
McMahon and George Wall. (Top-right. I. to r. 1 
Detectives De Matei and Wafer. (Center) Captain 
Michael Riordan. (In circle) Detective Ser- 
geant Leo Bunner. (Lower-left) Detective 
Sergeant Charles Iredale. {Lower-right) Detective 
Sergeant Allan McGinn 



back his coat, showing his 
star. "We're from the De- 
tective Bureau." 

Weeks seemed thunder- 
struck. He hesitated, his 
eyes darting about as though 
he were undecided whether 
to run or submit. 

Convinced by Weeks' at- 
titude that they were hot, 
the detectives played a bold 
hand. They'd bluff him 
through ! 

"W h'a t f o r?" gasped 
Weeks. 

"For four or five murders, 
and God knows how many 
hold-ups!" 

Weeks seemed to wilt 
under their eyes. He shook 
all over, and was drenched 
with perspiration. 

The detectives took Weeks 
to their machine and 
started driving about 
the city. They knew 
that the best time 
to get a man to talk 
is just after an unex- 
pected arrest, par- 
ticularly when the 
arrest is for murder. 



IF guilty, he will 
either jumble his 
carefully prepared 
alibi, or come 
through with his 
story if shown that 
a full confession will 
be to his advantage. 
De Matei and Weeks sat in the 
back seat; Wafer sat in front and 
did the driving. 

"Well, conic across!" De Matei 
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began. "We've been on your trail for six days now. We 
know your racket. You might as well help yourself a bit, 
and tell your story!" 

"I don't know what you're talking about," was Weeks' 
feeble reply. 

"You don't know what we're talking about? Well, I'll 
soon tell you! We're talking about the killing of that guy" 
up on Powell and Clay Streets last Saturday night! We're 
talking about those fifteen hold-ups last Saturday! We're talk- 
ing about those three men you killed, and those four or 
five others you shot 
last Monday night! 
And all those rob- 
beries you pulled 
Monday! Yes, and 
that other murder 
Saturday night. 
Now, do you know 
what we're talking 
about?" 

"I don't know 
anything about any 
of that stuff. You 
got me wrong!" 
Weeks' voice was 
stronger. 

"You don't? 
Well, maybe you 
walk in your sleep! 
Because you sure 
were in on those 
killings. We 
haven't got you 
wrong. And don't 
get us wrong ! We're 
here to help you if 
you play fair with 
us. If you don't, 
we'll go ahead and 
prove all this to a 
judge an>' jury, and 
the next thing you 
know, you'll wake 
up with a rope 
around your neck." 

THl IS last cut 

went home! A 
crook can stand the 
prospect of life im- 
prisonment fairly- 
well because there is 
always a ho|>e of 
escape, of pardon, 
of probation. But 
when a man's hanged, he's dead. 
It's the one sure bet to worry him. 

Weeks showed he was worried. He started to say some- 
thing, stopped, squirmed around and looked at De Matei, 
then up at Wafer. He didn't know what to do. Each minute 
he seemed to change his mind. 

"Aw! What the hell!" This was all he was sure of. 

"You're not doing yourself any good, Weeks," Wafer in- 
terposed. "We've got enough on you, now, to hang you. And 
you can't do any more than hang. You know that. And 
I've known of guys who've been around when a murder was 
pulled, and only got life. 

"We're not promising anything, don't get to figuring that. 
I'm just telling you what has happened. The judge and jury 
do the sentencing. But it has been known to happen that 
when a guy comes clean and spills his stuff, the jury has taken 
that into consideration. A jury can do that. And I've never 
known it to happen to a bird in your place --when there's 
evidence enough to hang him— and he gets tough and tries 



to buck the game. You can't lie to us, because we know." 

Here De Matei brought in their only real evidence against 
Weeks, somewhat embellished. 

"You weren't in that Waller Street joint, cither, I suppose! 
You didn't go there just after leaving the car, the Buick sedan, 
three blocks away! You didn't brag about what you'd been 
doing! You didn't get drunk, and say you'd killed someone! 
And where did you get that fresh scar on your right hand?" 

Before Weeks had time to mull this over, Wafer broke in, 
and he shrewdly timed himself with this long shot: 

"You might as well 
come through. 
Weeks. One of your 
pals told us the 
whole thing. You 

know D ? Well, 

D spilled the 

whole works. Told 
us when you got 
together, where you 
went, the shooting 
you did — all the 
story." 




D; 



Graphic drawing showing the hair-raising chase by the detectives of the 
young gangster leader, "Buck" Kelly, as described in this story 



There isn't any more. 



wasn t 
with us! How 
the hell could hesay 
anything?" inter- 
rupted Weeks, ex- 
cited at the first 
sure ground he had 
found, and boiling 
because he thought 
a pal had squealed. 

This was the 
break! Up to 
this time the de- 
tectives had been 
bluffing, and had 
not been sure that 
Weeks had actually 
been in on the 
stick-ups and mur- 
ders. 

Now he was 
hooked. He had 
given himself away. 

"Well, tell us all 
about i t," en- 
couraged De Matei. 
"The more you 
spill, the better off 
you're going to be." 

"I was in on 
Saturday night, but 

I didn't have nothing to do with Monday. I don't know 
anything about Monday. I was home in bed Monday." 
"Who was with you Saturday?" 

"I can't tell you about that other guy. He's a damn tough 
guy. He'd get me if I squealed on him. He'd kill me!" 

"How's he going to get you? You're going to be behind 
the bars anyway, and maybe you'll be in a place where it 
won't make any difference." 

Gooseneck didn't answer. 

"Well, we're here to help, not to hurt," Wafer contributed. 
"We're only asking for the truth. And we're not going to 
let you get hurt if you tell us who he is." 

"I don't know his name." 

"Where does he live?" 

"I don't know." 

De Matei and Wafer were jubilant and discouraged by 
turns. They had one member of the gang, but apparently a 
minor one. And they couldn't break him. He wouldn't 
squeal on his pals. 
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They brought him down to the Bureau and turned him over 
to Captain Matheson, head of the Detective Bureau, who 
turned him over to me. Weeks repeated the story he had 
told Ue Matei and Wafer, and still dented knowing the other 
bandit. 

In the meantime, we had a bigger break! 

Among the officers making a place-to-place canvass of the 
South of Market district were Detective Sergeants Leo 
Bunner and Robert Rauer of the robbery detail. They had 
divided their sector, and Rauer was covering Eighth to 
Tenth Streets while Bunner took Sixth to Eighth. 

Bunner was on the corner of Eighth and Bryant when the 
hour came around to ring in (they were reporting to Head- 
quarters every' hour). He went in the soft-drink place on the 
corner and asked permission to use the telephone. 

The proprietor looked at Bunner a minute, then said: 

"You're name's Bunner, isn't it?" 

"Yes." 

"AATHEN you get through telephoning, I want to tell you 
something. The phone is behind that partition." 

Bunner rang in, and went back to the proprietor. 

"Are you working on that case, trying to find the men who 
did all that shooting?" began the merchant. 

"Sure. We're all working on that case." 

"What I want to tell you is this: there were two men in 
here Saturday night, talking over the case and the reward 
offered for information about the killer of the taxi driver. 

"I didn't hear all they said, but from what I gathered, they 
knew who did the killing and were waiting until the reward 
reached five thousand dollars before they reported their informa- 
tion." (At that time, there was a single reward of $1,000 
offered by the Yellow Cab Company.) 




Diagram of the chase after "Buck" Kelly made by the 
detectives inside the flat 



"They mentioned the name of Kelly as the killer, and one 
man said Kelly used to be a cab driver himself," our informant 
continued. 

Bunner immediately got all the data, and telephoned me 
at the Bureau to this effect: 

"I've got a line on the man who did the killing. His 
name's Kelly, and he's a discharged taxi driver." 

"Fine," I told him." Do you know where you can locate him?" 

"No, not yet." 

"All right, then. Go ahead and check with the Yellow 
Cab Company on all discharged drivers! I'll try to look him 
up in the Bureau of Identification. Do you know Kelly's 
first name?" 

"No." 



"Trv and find that, too. and let me know right away!" 
"O. K." 

I looked all the Kellys up in the Identification Bureau 
immediately, but there were too many to be of use, with the 
meager information available. In the meantime, I sent 
Detective Sergeants Wall and McMahon to meet Bunner at 
the Yellow cab office, to be on hand in case he needed help. 

Bunner met them there, and they talked to the Yellow- 
cab manager. When asked if he had had any driver by the 
name of Kelly, he said: 

"Yes, we had a 'Buck' Kelly, but he's not here now. I 
think he went from here to the Black & White people" — 
(another cab company). 

"Have you got his address?" Bunner inquired. 

"No, but they may have." 

The three detectives then hurried to the Black & White 
office. Here they learned that Buck Kelly's last address 
was 47 South Park. They tried to get a picture, but none 
was available. 

It was while Bunner was checking the cab companies, after 
he had reported Kelly as the name of the killer, that Weeks 
was brought in. After Captain Matheson turned Weeks 
over to me, I sat down with Lieutenant McDonald, head of 
the automobile detail, to question him. We had just begun 
when Bunner came in and handed me a small slip of paper 
with "47 South Park" written on it.. 

As I have already related, Weeks had confessed his part 
in Saturday night's orgy, but he continued to deny that he 
knew the name of his companion. He stood pat, and we 
couldn't budge him. 

Then I leaned over the table toward him and asked: 
"If I tell you his name, will you admit it?" 
"Yes," agreed Weeks in weary desperation. 

"Buck Kelly!" 
"Yes." 

"Where does he live?" 
"I don't know." 
"Is this his address?" — and I 
shoved over the paper Bunner 
had given me with the address, 
"47 South Park," written on it. 

"Yes, it's on South Park. 
I'm not sure of the number." 
That settled our case right there! And if it hadn't been 
for the work of Bunner in getting Kelly's name and address, 
Weeks never would have squealed ! 

/~*OOSENECK then promised to point out Kelly's place, 
" and offered to take us where the loot was hidden. 

We didn't go right after Kelly because we wanted to check 
a little on Weeks' story first, and we wanted to wait until 
dark. So we turned Weeks over to De Matei, Wafer, and 
McLoughlin to deliver his proof. 

As promised, he brought out a bloody shirt and a suit with 
blood on it, at his place on Howard Street. On the way back, 
they questioned him about the loot, and he told them it was 
at "Humpy" McCarthy's place on Juels Street. He said he 
would get it for them. 

Taking Weeks at his word, they drove over to Juels Street. 
He took them to the basement and up under the front stairs, 
where he dug a minute in the sand and dragged out some 
watches, fountain pens, and scarf-pins. 

With this loot, the detectives brought Weeks back to the 
Bureau. Having adequately verified his story, we were 
ready to take Kelly, for it was after dark — just after 7. 
Captain Matheson appointed Lieutenant McDonald in 
charge of a posse to take Kelly. 

With "Weeks as guide, they drove out and down South 
Park Street. Suddenly Weeks pointed to a three-story 
flat building. 

"Kelly lives on the top floor," he said. 
Driving to the corner, they parked the cars. McDonald 
then stationed Wall and McMahon at the rear, behind and 
one on each side of a gap in the six-foot fence separating the 
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Kelly (wilding from the one ad- 
joining. He placed Bunner in an 
alley known as Center Street, run- 
ning at right angles to South Park, 
between South Park and Brannan. 
Frederickson covered the front 
and Rauer staved in the car with 
Weeks. 

McDonald, McLoughlin, De 
Matei and Wafer went to the door 
of Number 47— the building Weeks 
had pointed out. 

McDonald took the lead, and 
held his finger on the bell. After 
a short delay, the door was opened 
from above. Entering, and peer- 
ing up, the detectives could see no 
one above. 

"W ho's there?" a voice called 
down. 

"We are from the Police De- 
partment, and we are looking for 
Buck Kelly!" McDonald called 
back. 

They continued up the stairs, 
and as they turned at the top, a 
man stepped out and said: 

"What right have you in this 
house? Have you got a search- 
warrant?" 

"We don't need a search-war- 
rant!" McDonald replied, pushing 
him aside and climbing with the 
others to the floor level. 

As they reached the top, shoot- 
ing broke out in the l>ack. Leav- 
ing McLoughlin on the stairs, 
McDonald rushed through to the 
rear. 

"DID YOU GET KELLY?" 
he bellowed down. 

There was no answer. Sounds 
of a-chase floated up. 

AACHEN McMahon and Wall 
first hurried to the rear, t hex- 
raced up the back stairs two 
flights, to see if there was any- 
way in which a man could get 
away other than by coming down 
those stairs. They had returned 
to the bottom when the back door 
of Kelly's flat on the third floor 
opened. A shaft of light came 
out of the kitchen, and at that 
moment a man without coat or 
hat looked over the top of the 
stairway, then started down. 

McMahon, hiding behind the 
fence, recognized Kelly, and whis- 
pered his recognition to Wall. 
(McMahon had had Kelly in tow 
once before for stealing an auto- 
mobile.) Bunner, hearing some- 
one coming down the stairs, went 
over and joined Wall and Mc- 
Mahon. 

When Kelly got to the second 
landing where the stairs wound 
around, he peered over both sid 
continued down. At the bottom 
a flight of stairs ran into the hack y 
this point, almost on the ground. 1 
and McMahon called: 




es, seemed satisfied, and 
mding, after the last turn, 
ard. When Kelly reached 
he detectives stepped out, 



"Get 'em up! We are police 
officers. Throw up your hands!" 

Kelly poised there a second, 
ducked, and ran back up the 
stairs. He ran crouched, to con- 
ceal his body behind the two-foot 
wooden railing. W hen he turned 
at the platform opposite the 
middle flat, the back of his white 
shirt was visible. 

Waiting for a glimpse of their 
quarry, the detectives opened fire 
at the flash of white. All three 
fired together, aiming at the boards 
below the patch of shirt. Bunner, 
confident he had scored a hit, 
rushed up the stairs, calling to 
the others: 

"He's hit! Don't shoot again!" 

AS Bunner turned the corner 
approaching the second floor 
landing, he saw Kelly al>out five 
feet ahead grab for the door on the 
right, then turn and dart through 
the one on the left, into Mrs. 
Ormand Nava's flat. He slammed 
the door, rushed through the 
kitchen, and slammed the door 
into the hall. 

When Bunner got into the 
kitchen, he rushed to the hall and 
down to the front- to make sure 
Kelly hadn't gone out. He saw 
Frederickson still guarding the 
front, so he turned back. 

He joined McMahon and Wall 
in the hall, and they started to 
search the place. In the bedroom, 
with their guns covering the 
closet, they flung wide the door. 

There, crouching, with one hand 
holding his side, stood Buck 
Kelly, the real "terror bandit." 

"(let 'em up!" McMahon 
barked. 

Kelly "got 'em up." and stag- 
gered out of the closet into the 
room. One hand was bleeding, 
and blood was spreading rapidly on 
his shirt-front. Taking no chances, 
they slapped the cuffs on. 

"You're lucky we didn't kill 
you," Wall told him, grimly, on 
the way out. 

"I guess I would be belter off 
if you had," was Kelly's pro- 
phetic answer. 

(Continued on (xi^r 100) 



The top photo shows "Buck" Kelly, 
just after his capture, being quizzed 
by Detective Sergeant George Mc- 
laughlin, Head of the Robbery 
Detail I left K and Detective Otto 
Frederickson of the Homicide De- 
tail 1 standing). Below that shows 
"Kelly the Killer" in the hospital 
nursing his wounds, where phy- 
sicians thought he would die unless 
operated on, but Kelly refused to be operated on, saying, ' They 
want to patch me up only so they can hang me!" Lower photo 
is a good character study of this cynical, swaggering, hard-boiled 
young gangster who killed his fellow human beings for the thrill 
he got out of it and who had his devastating life ended, while he 
was still a kid, by being hanged 




The Strangest 

There have been many 
kinds of 3rd degrees used 
on hardened criminals — 
but none before like this! 



(Above i This is the small picture (en- 
larged here i of Baby Annette, 18 
months old, which Alfred L. Sells en- 
trusted into the keeping of Lieutenant 
King as his most prized worldly pos- 
session too precious to him to be 
taken into a prison cell. ( Right) 
Photographic copy of the note-book 
entrusted to Lieut. King, along with 
the baby picture. Sells died without 
explaining the mysterious entries in 
this little book but what a flood of 
memories they must have brought to 
him! 
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" r M*HE y say the way to a mini' s heart 
is through his stomach." said 
Louie Oaks, of the Los Angeles Detec- 
tive Bureau. California. 

"Well, in that case, let's feed the 
brute'." wise-cracked his partner, Eddie 
King. 

So they fed their prisoner apple-pie 
and doughnuts — enough to sink a battle-ship. But, not this 
prisoner. That was his weakness- -apple- pic and doughnuts. . . . 

But let Lieutenant King tell the story: 

S.TRANGE things enter into the life of a detective. 
Dramas are unfolded constantly l>efore his eyes. 
Many of the most amazing stories we are bound by 
professional ethics to keep secret and forget. Hut 
since the one I am concerned with in this narrative all came 
out in the newspapers later, I see no harm in telling the whole 
affair as it actually occurred — especially since the newspaper 
versions were garbled and incomplete. 

Had the victim been anyone else than Fred Harlow, I 
would not have taken the case. But I had always liked 
Fred. And then, I knew that if we were fortunate enough 
to bring the case to a successful ending, there would be a 
substantial reward. 

Not that the reward would make any difference in the 
amount of time and effort ex|»ended on the case, but my 
plans were all made for a month's vacation, and I felt that 
it was worth some compensation to have them all upset. 

This was in October. 1915. Then, as now, Fred Harlow 
was one of the most important figures in the night life of 
Los Angeles. At present he is operating the exclusive Moulin 
Rouge, located on West Sixth Street. At that time he called 
his night club just "Harlow's Caf 6." It was not so exclusive 
as the Moulin Rouge. b(il just as popular, and one of the 
show places of the city. 
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By Detective Lieutenant 

ED C. KING, Retired 
Los Angeles Police Department 
As told to Alberta Livingston 



This cafe., located in the basement of the Washington 
Building, Third and Spring Streets, was a great, oval room 
with its dance Hoor in the center; curving walls completely- 
covered with expensive tapestries; soft-fooled waiters flitting 
here and there with magical swiftness; the merry voices of 
revelers mingling with the jazz music of the orchestra and 
the popping of champagne corks. 

Harlow, himself, was a real card-— a regular fellow, very 
popular, and made his cafe, the real hot-spot of the West 
He made a great display of his wealth and success, dressed 
accordingly, and w : ore a fortune in diamonds at all times. 

Now. Fred made a practise of carrying home with him. 
late every night, the day's proceeds from his mint — the 
caf 6 — which, at times, ran into thousands. 

Every crook in the city knew of this practise; his friends 
and the police had warned him many times against it, with- 
out result, so no one was much surprised when — it happened. 

About midnight, Harlow had been accompanied home 
by two of his close personal friends. Private Detective- 
Harry Raymond and Tom Miller. As they entered the 
living-room of the luxurious Harlow residence, they were 
confronted by three men wearing masks. 

"Hands up, everybody! Move or make, one single sound, and 
I'll shoot!" 

'TM'KRK was a r j I1( r of menace in the voice of the leader that 
froze two of the returned men, at least, in their tracks. 
Despite it, however, Detective Raymond whirled around, 
and an exclamation of surprise escaped him. 

"Silence! I'll do the talking for this bunch!" the bandit 
commanded. "And get your hands into the air if you don't 
want to be shot!" he continued, pointing menacingly witli 
the automatic pistol which he held. 

"You two bulls get behind Harlow and march down th:' 
hall into the bedroom, keeping your hands above your heads!" 

The intruder advanced toward them, his attitude menacing. 

"Lead the way. Mr. Harlow. You others keep in line close 
behind him! You, Chuck, and you, Frank," he sail to his 
companions, without a glance in their direction, "bring up 
the rear!" 

Harlow, still dazed and speechless with the swiftness of 
events, led the procession out into the hallway and down the 
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hall to the bedroom, the others close behind him, and all with 
their hands in the air. Harlow lowered his right hand and 
opened the door. They entered the room, the bandit in 
charge of the situation being last. He closed the door behind 
him and turned the key. 

"Now, all of you lie down on that l>ed. Hat on your faces," 
came the command. "Put your hands flat at your sides and 
keep them so. I mean business! If any of you doubt it, just 
make a bad move and see what happens!" 

They did not doubt that he meant business, as he had said, 
and stem business at that. His attitude told them that much. 
Without speaking, they flattened themselves on the bed. 

"Now, boys, 
get busy!" he 
said to his con- 
federates. "Take 
everything of 
value they have 
on them. Steady, 
now! Never 
mind, you, there, 
on the right! 
Keep your face 
in that pillow," 
he continued to 
Harry Ray- 
mond, who had 
turned his face 
slightly in an ef- 
fort to see what 
was going on. 

In much less 
time than it 
takes to write it, 
Harlow and the 
two private de- 
tectives were re- 
lieved of their 
watches, dia- 
monds, money 
and guns, to the 
tune of about 

$9,000. 

"AH. f ine ! 
*"* Now we 

have every- 
thing." said the 
intruder. "I ask 
you not to make 
a move of any 

sort until we have been gone for three- or four minutes. After 
that, you may move all you like, use the telephone, shriek 
for help, ring for the servants, and all that!" 

As he linished speaking, he backed rapidly through the 
door, and was gone. 

The detectives, much chagrined, rose from their embar- 
rassing positions on the bed. But they had no reason to be 
chagrined. This was no ordinary thief. While he had been 
in the house, he had not put himself at a disadvantage for 
an instant. He had been alert, on guard constantly, giving 
neither of them an opening to fight it out with him. 

But Harry Raymond had also l>een on the alert every 
moment during the hold-up. During the split-second when 
he had lifted his head from the pillow, he had seen the red 
bandanna mask slip from the face of one of the bandits- 
just for a fraction of a minute, but long enough to cause his 
downfall. The trained eye of the detective had noted in 
that instant that the bandit's left eye was gUiss. 

Raymond lost no time in taking advantage of this clue. 




When he found out that my partner, Louie Oaks, and 1 had 
been assigned to the case, he told us about the glass eye, 
and the four of us, Raymond and Miller, Oaks and myself, 
spent days in the Identification Bureau, going through 
the "mug books," looking for the man with the glass eye. 
And we found him. 

Charles Sligh, dubbed "One-Eyed" Sligh, with a long 
prison record as a burglar and all-round crook, was the man 
whom the bandit leader had called "Chuck." 

The man-hunt was on. 

Many months dropped off the calendar before we found 
any trace of our prey. Then, one night, Oaks, Raymond 

and I were walk- 
ing down Broad- 
way. As we 
neared the Pant- 
ages Theater, I 
heard Raymond 
give a gasp of 
surprise. 

"TF that isn't 
1 One- Eyed 
Sligh over there, 
then I don't 
know my 
crooks!" he said 
excitedly. 

I stared across 
the street. The 
man whom Ray - 
mond thought 
was Sligh was 
just entering the 
theater with a 
woman compan- 
ion. Before we 
could reach 
them, they dis- 
appeared inside. 

We contacted 
Oliver Walker, 
manager of the 
Pantages, and 
hurriedly ex- 
plained to him 
the circum- 
stances. He 
quickly issued 
orders to his em 
ployees to lock 

all doors except one small side entrance. The patrons 
were to be allowed to see the show, but must be ushered 
out through this exit. 

Two hours later, the couple for whom we were watching 
approached the exit. When the man glanced up and saw 
Raymond standing there, his face went as white as a pocket 
handkerchief. He said nothing, just stared at us in a dazed 
sort of fashion, then walked with us to the police car parked 
at the curb. 

Sligh and his bride, for that is what she proved to be — a 
sweet and innocent girl, who had married him not knowing 
his character — were taken to Police Headquarters. Sligh 
refused to talk. The frightenei little bride, however, gave 
us all the information we were after, including the location 
of their apartment. 

At the apartment, we found four crucibles oi broken-up 
gold burning on the gas stove. Gas heat, of course, is nol 
enough to melt gold, but in the crucibles it will burn until it 
cannot l>e identified. This gold proved to be the proceeds 
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This picture shows Alfred Sells and Charles "One-Eyed" Sligh being transferred from 
the City to the County jail in custody of Detective Lieutenants King and Oaks after 
they had been held to answer for the hold-up of Fred Harlow. Note the expression on 
Sells' face, which is due to the nearness of his "ex-pal," Sligh. Just before this photo- 
graph was taken. Sells made the remark that he would like to add Sligh to his list of 

murder victims 
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from four daylight burglary jobs. A search of the room 
revealed many valuable pieces of jewelry, diamonds, and a 
large lump of melted gold weighing about two pounds. 

Sligh was deeply in love with his young bride, and insisted 
that she knew nothing of his crooked activities. We knew 
this was true, but nevertheless we told him that we were 
going to prosecute her as an accomplice. We were out for a 
bargain — a trade. In other words, we would trade her lib- 
erty for information concerning the Harlow stick-up and the 
names of his pals. And we got it. 

In great distress over the plight of his wife, he confessed 
the hold-up, naming Alfred L. Sells and Frank Morrow as 
his partners in the crime. 

Sells, he stated, was an ex-con at liberty and in Oakland 
at that time. Morrow, also an ex-con, was a waiter at Har- 
low's Cafe. Morrow was quickly taken into custody, and 
verified Sligh's story when he found that he was up against 
it. Alfred Sells, he declared, was living over a saloon in 
Oakland, doing his drinking at that bar. 

A telegram was immediately dispatched to Chief of Police 
W. J. Peterson, of Oakland, to arrest and hold Sells for us. 

"VjOW, it so happened that Oakland's greatest man-hunt — 
a grim chase for a fiendish killer, which had kept Oakland 
on edge for five days — was occupying the entire time and 
attention of the police 
of that city at the time 
my wire reached Chief 
Peterson, so they could 
give us little co-opera- 
tion. 

A most horrible 
double murder had been 
committed in Fruit vale, 
a beautiful suburb of 
Oakland, and the resi- 
dence place of some of 
the nation's wealthiest. 
Fred Vogel. retired 
president of the First 
National Hank of Oak- 
land, and his wife, were 
the victims, 

Mr. and Mrs. Vogel 
had been beaten to 
death and their beautiful residence ran- 
sacked. The bodies were found in an up- 
stairs bedroom, lying in a pool of blood, 
their heads terribly crushed. Vogel's neck 
was broken, while practically every bone 
in Mrs. Vogel's body was fractured. 

The house was blood-spattered from top 
to bottom. Bloody prints w-ere all over the walls, 
as though the murderer had groped about in the 
darkness. These prints were worthless to the 
police, as none of the ridges or patterns were dis- 
tinct enough to photograph. Bloody towels 
were in the bathroom. The mattress had been 
ripped open, showing the thoroughness of the 
search for valuables. 

Because of the prominence of the victims of 
this brutal double murder, the press of the nation 
carried glaring accounts of the crime, and a man- 
hunt of nation-wide scope was soon in progress, 
without a single clue on which to work. Known 
police characters everywhere were rounded up 
and put through the degrees; suspects by the 
hundreds were gathered into the police net. 
Nothing, however, developed. 

After the excitement had somewhat subsided, 
Chief Peterson complied with our request to 
arrest Alfred Sells, and sent us the message: 
"Come and get him!" 

Alfred Sells had served a term in the State 
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Prison at San Quentin for manslaughter, having disemboweled 
a rooming-house keeper in Oakland many years before, and 
had been out of prison only a short time when picked up on 
our wire. 

Knowing him to be an extra hard character, vicious in 
nature, and very desperate, both Louie Oaks and myself 
went to Oakland to return him to I-os Angeles. 

We found him to be an educated man of some thirty years, 
wise as an owl and hard and cold as steel; dangerous in the 
extreme, and an excellent conversationalist, who could talk 
intelligently on any subject. 

We took him from Oakland across the ferry into San Fran- 
cisco, where we placed him in jail to await our return to Los 
Angeles, as we had other business to take care of while in 
the North. 

The day before we started back to Los Angeles, Sells sent 
for us and confessed his part in the Harlow hold-up. He gave 
us information that enabled us to recover Harry Raymond's 
gun. Many other articles taken in the Harlow job were re- 
covered in an assay office on Commercial Street upon infor- 
mation furnished by Sells. 

Then came the return trip down the^oast. On board the 
train, we pressed him for further information regarding addi- 
tional crimes. We accused him, of course, of every crime in 
history, as is the practise of dicks at work, hoping to get a fall 

from some of them. He 
parried with us, ad- 
mitting some crimes, 
denying others, until we 
asked him what he 
could tell us of the 
Vogel double murder. 

Sells smiled good-na- 
turedly as he replied: 

"Nothing, absolutely 
nothing!" 



1_IE wore a light suit 
of clothes, tailor- 
made, of extra fine ma- 
terial, and as we sat 
there in the smoker, the 
afternoon sun shining 
hot through the win- 
dows across his lap, I 
noticed the flies congregating on one leg of 
his trousers. Closer inspection showed a 
faint smear or stain of dark hue. Giving 
Oaks the wink, I pointed to the Hies and 
the dark stains, and accused him point- 
blank of the Vogel murder. Then both 
of us began firing questions at him in 
rapid succession. We dwelt upon the Vogel 
murder until Sells screamed that he was sick of 
hearing about it, and begged us to talk of some- 
thing else. 

By the time we reached I*os Angeles, we were 
convinced that we had in our possession the man 
who had committed one of the nation's most 
brutal crimes, and we decided to get a confession 
from him or die in the attempt. Day after day 
and night after night, we quizzed him. There 
was no rest for any of us. We had to work 
while the scent was hot. 

"One-Eyed" Sligh was being held in old No. 
9, famous old cell in the city jail, in connection 
with the Harlow job. As soon as possible, we 
had a long talk with him, telling him of Sells' 
hatred of him for squealing. We then told him 
that we were going to place the two of them in 
the same cell. 

Sligh was deathly afraid of Sells, the bulldog, 
and in exchange for our promise not to put them 
together, he confessed (Continued on page 85) 





Police "mug" of 
Alfred Sells, one of 
the toughest charac- 
ters ever to enter a 
prison on the Pacific 
Coast. (Center) En- 
trance to San Quen- 
tin Prison. ( Top) 
General view of 
Prison, at 
California, 
"two-time" 
are sent 



the Real TRUTH About 

CHAPMAN 
America's "Super-Bandit" 



"One moment everything 
was peaceful . . . the next, 
all was pandemonium! 
The six officers quickly 
surrounded the car. . . " 
In that car was the noto- 
rious robber, Gerald 
Chapman! What story 
would the next minute 
tell ? 



By 

David Lindsay 



r VHE story so far: 
1 A hdl in traffic- 




-a U. S. mail truck 
swinging up Broadway, in the heart of New 
York's financial district -a strange car .moot- 
ing alongside, forcing it into quiet Leonard 
Street — the gleam of pistols. . . . 

A trio of daring highwaymen pulled off in that hold-up — on Oct. 
24th, 1921 — the biggest haul ever made in the East in the history of the 
Post Office Department. The loot amounted to $1,454,129 in bonds 
and currency! 

Who were the bandits? For months, the post-office sleuths hunted — 
tracking down the "hot" bonds which the bandits were now selling 
through a labyrinth of channels extending in a gigantic web from city 
to city. State to State. Stanley McCormick, member of a great Min- 
neapolis brokerage firm, was only one of those involved in the web! 

The trail in New York finally narrows down to Gerald Chapman, 
George ("Dutch") Anderson, and Charles I.oerber — Anderson and 
Chapman for the moment being respected residents of aristocratic 
Gramercy Park! "Colwell" is Chapman's alias. Loerber seems 
to be the chauffeur for the precious pair, 

McCulley, an American Express Company sleuth, wants to "meet" 
Loerber; he is on his trail in connection with another hold-up — maybe 
he and the detectives working on the Leonard Street hold-up can work 
together. Post-Office Inspector Stone agrees. To help McCulley 
"meet" Loerber, he assigns Paul Drayton, eccentric post-office sleuth, 
to the job. The plan is for McCulley to pose as a big stick-up man 
from the West, named " McKnight". . . . 

The story continues: 



Artist's conception of Chapman in his cell, awaiting the death hour when he will 
walk out to meet the hangman. Of what is he thinking now? His last appeal 
denied, with every passing minute bringing him nearer the noose, what thoughts 
may be surging from his memory of a wasted past as he sits in solitude, waiting 

for the end ? 



w 



Fart Threh — Conclusion 

"IT H OUT any hitches, the "meet" was made, and 
McCulley, in his new role of "McKnight," handled 
the cultivation of Loerber's confidence very cau- 
tiously. He played the rfile of a highwayman with 
a big roll to squander, and was host at many parties; Loerber's 
sweetheart, Lucy, always furnishing the other two girls. 

The big "butter-and-egg-man" and the college youth, in 
seeking diversion, select flashy young women as their com- 
panions; they want tinsel and blare. The professional 
criminal, on the contrary, is extremely circumspect in choos- 
ing his girl friends. Not for him is the giddy, thoughtless, 
dashing flapper of empty head and twinkling feet. Level- 
headedness and a certain inconspicuousness are considered 
much preferable to pulchritude and sparkling wit. 

In former times detectives were pretty sure of picking up 
a big-time thief in any one of the great restaurants that 

S3 
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opened on Broadway; those became veritable thief traps. 
The modern criminal is more cagy; he seeks the hide-away 
clubs and road-houses. 

Accordingly, these sextette parties were boring affairs. 
Neither Loerber's friend, Lucy, nor her girl companions, 
drank or smoked. They were connoisseurs in selecting the 
most expensive dishes on the menu, and were charmingly 
gracious in accepting gifts; but no carefully chaperoned 
debutante could be more decorous in her behavior. 

After taking the girls home, however, the men got into 
the habit of visiting Kelly's saloon. Then it was, that Loer- 
ber's tongue unloosened a bit. 

He listened with interest to "McKnight" while he talked 
about his acquaintances in the western underworld — es- 
pecially about a certain crooked lawyer he knew- in Toledo 
who was trustee of an 
estate, the heirs to 
which were still young 
children. 

Loerber did not offer 
many confidences. He 
let slip the fact that the 
two men he drove were 
"big" thieves, and that 
he was up against it for 
money. 

OOMEHOW or other, 
he conveyed the im- 
pression that he was 
afraid of his employers, 
and occasionally, when 
he had been speaking 
more freely than usual, 
he would suddenly rise 
from the table and say 
he was going home. 

"Since you know 
those two men Loerber 

drives, I wish you would introduce me to them," 
"McKnight" said one night to Paul, after they 
had left Loerber at the subway. 

"All right," Drayton agreed. "Anderson 
usually breakfasts in a restaurant on Broadway 
near One-Hundred-Second Street. We'll drop 
up there about ten-thirty, and I'll see what I 
can do." 

Drayton had been instructed to take orders 
from "McKnight," and he was following the 
instructions literally. 

What "McKnight" did not understand was 
that though Drayton and Anderson had for- 
merly belonged to the same "brotherhood" in 
a certain up-State pen, such acquaintances 
return to their various social strata in the under- 
world once the door of the prison is passed — 
just as shipboard "friendships" terminate at 
the gangplank. 

However, at 10:30 the following morning 
"McKnight" and Drayton were stationed on 
the opposite side of the street, facing Anderson's 
favorite breakfast restaurant. 

They had not long to wait. Five minutes 
later their Auburn dominie emerged from the 
103rd Street subway station and nervously 
walked in the expected direction. 

"I'll follow him now," Drayton said as soon 
as Anderson had entered, and with his seemingly phlegmatic 
gait arrived in a surprisingly short space of time alongside 
his quarry. 

Anderson was standing at the bar having a drink. 
"Hello, Dutch!" Drayton yipped, slapping the dignified 
dominie on the back. "How's tricks?" 

Anderson turned slowly and regarded him coldly. "I 




do not know you," he said, and again presented his back. 

Drayton was amazed at the physical deterioration in the 
man, when seen in the revealing light of mid-forenoon. At 
Auburn he had been a morose-looking individual, but his 
cheeks had been ruddy and his eyes clear. 

"I wonder which it is — drink, or drugs?" Drayton asked 
himself silently. Aloud, he said in an impudent, bantering 
way: "You should know me, Dutch. I did time with you in 
Auburn! Why be so high-hat?" 

Drayton had taken care that no one besides Anderson 
heard his words. Anderson's self-consciousness, however, 
magnified the volume of sound immensely. 

"For God's sake, shut up!" he snarled. "Don't speak so 
loud," he added in an undertone without moving his lips. 
"I'm known as a doctor here." Then, aloud: "Come into 

the back room, where 
there are chairs. We 
can sit and talk things 
over there." 

"All right with me, 
Dutch," assented Dray- 
ton good-naturedly, fol- 
lowing him into the 
rear room. 

"Don't call me that!" 
Anderson snapped ir- 
ritably. "And let me 
sit down there. I vmnt 
to see who comes into 
the bar." 

Drayton had selected 
a chair which had its 
back to the wall, facing 
the entrance of the 
restaurant — always a 
strategic position for 
crooks and detectives. 

Again, Drayton ami- 
cably complied with 
Anderson's suggestion. 

A waiter approached, 
pad and pencil in hand, 
to take their order. 



(Above) Chapman 
(center) consulting 
with his attorneys. His 
chief counsel, Judge 
Frederick H. Groehl, 
is on the left. (Left) 
The apartment house 
at No. 12 Gramercy 
Park, New York.where 
part of the loot of the 
big Leonard Street mail 
robbery, perpetrated by 
Chapman and Ander- 
son, was found 



"TjMRST replace this 
* soiled linen with a 
fresh table-cloth," An- 
derson ordered in his 
didactic fashion, fastidi- 
ously pointing toward 
a fruit stain. "The 
service here is becoming 
rotten; it is getting so 
one loses one's appetite." 

Before finally giving his order, he found op- 
portunity to make several other disparaging 
remarks. 

Though Drayton knew that his host's favorite 
hangout was the back of a cheap Amsterdam 
Avenue saloon and that he was the frequenter 
of an opium dive in the lowest part of the colored 
neighborhood, he found nothing incongruous in 
this display'of fastidiousness. 

Crooks and detectives are constantly playing 
r6les. This morning, Anderson was playing up 
to what he considered the behavior of a high- 
class physician. 
The conversation carried on after the drinks were served 
was decidedly one-sided. Drayton talked over old times in 
which Anderson displayed an uncomfortable and nervous 
lack of interest. 

"I have some business affairs to attend to," he said at 
last, as his guest had ignored one or two more subtle hints. 
"Can't you wait a mo'?" Drayton asked eagerly. "I've 
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a pal waiting across the street for me. I want you to meet 
him. He's a big stick-up man from the West." 

Anderson looked through the barroom and across to the 
point where Drayton indicated that the big "stick-up man" 
was standing. His brows met in an annoyed frown, and his 
lips formed a firm, peevish line. 

"No, not now. Tell your friend 1 am sorry. I regret that 
I cannot meet him now," he muttered. Then, looking 
straight at Drayton, his sodden, bleary eyes flicking with 
disdain, he added: "One of my ways of successfully keeping 
out of jail is not meeting too many 
people. I'll have to leave you now." 

As Anderson had spent the greater 
part of the last few years in jail, Dray- 
ton idly wondered what crime he had 
recently committed! But he returned 
Anderson's brusk farewell affably, and 
crossed the street to meet"McKnight." 

"OAY, I don't believe it would be a 
good play to try and meet Dutch," 
Drayton said to "McKnight, " mak- 
ing one of his rare suggestions. "And 
the same goes for the man he pals round 
with. Loerber's the best play." 

"McKnight" agreed with him. "If 
Anderson is such a suspicious bird, he 
might get on to our going around with 
Loerber and order him to drop us. It is 
easy to see that those two have the 
whip hand over him." 

"I have a hunch that if I could talk 



could easily invent an excuse for leaving them at then 
favorite table in the back room. 

So it happened that after imbibing several beers at their 
rendezvous that night, "McKnight" left Drayton and l-oer- 
ber (the mysterious "chauffeur" of Anderson and Chapman) 
together, saying he thought he saw someone he knew at the 
bar. 

"Do you think that McKnight's all right, Slim?" Loerber 
asked anxiously. "I mean, about that fence in Toledo?" 
"Sure," Drayton answered with quiet positiveness. "He's 




f 



PULLGy 



WARDEN 




{Above) Crowds in front of the 
court-house where Chapman was 
tried, eagerly seeking a glimpse 
of the bandit as he is being re- 
moved under heavy guard to the 
jail. (Left) The hanging of 
Gerald Chapman at Wethersfield 
Prison, Conn. The noose leads 
over concealed pulleys to a 300- 
pound weight which, released, 
jerks the body upward 



one of the best men in his line. 
What's raggin' you?" 

"Well, I'll take your word. 
To-morrow night I'll bring 
twenty-one-thousand worth of 
bonds — but I want you to take 
them out West. I ' ve been gypped 
too often to take chances. I'll 
tell you about it sometime. You 
think sixty per cent, is a fair 



to Loerber alone for a minute to-night in Kelly's he might 
nibble at your Toledo bait." Drayton offered this second 
suggestion casually, as if speaking to himself. "Don't leave 
us — or do anything that might make it look like a fixed 
job- — but let it be just careless-like." 

It would do no harm, anyway, "McKnight" figured. He 



market price? 



"DKTTER than you can get 
almost anywhere," Dray- 
ton answered judiciously. "1 
don't want to hurt McKnight's 
feelin's, though." 

"Well, I won't turn them over 
to himj" Loerber stated obsti- 
nately. "If you don't take them, 
I'll hang on to them." 
"McKnight," when advised of this arrangement, displayed 
no signs of chagrin. He was the bluff Westerner, and as- 
sured I.oerber that Drayton would be received by his broker 
friend; that, he would arrange. 

In view of the deal which was to be consummated, "Mc- 
Knight" suggested that they should have a special celebra- 
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don. That, however, I.oerber reluctantly vetoed. For 
this, he gave two reasons: one, that Lucy, his girl 
friend, would be tired; the other, that he had to meet his 
employers at an exceptionally early hour. So the party 
broke up at midnight, Loerber going home, on this occasion, 
to his apartment up-town. 

June 29th was the date set for the delivery' of the "hot" 
bonds. It was one of those suddenly hot, oppressive, early 
summer days. 

Jn the early part of the morning there came a bad hitch. 

Believing that Drayton and "McKnight" had gained the 
implicit confidence of I^oerber, and because they were keep- 
ing in close touch with him, the shadow men had been in- 
structed to confine their surveillance to Anderson and "Col- 
well." 

It did not occur to "McKnight" that it might be well to 
have someone tail his man during the hours preceding his 
delivery of the bonds in order to find out where these had 
been hidden. 

AA7IT11 victory within his grasp, he waited impatiently, as 
the hands of the clock moved with deadly slowness 
toward the hour of their rendezvous. 

At last the time of the dinner date arrived. "McKnight" 
approached the momentous meeting exultantly; Drayton, 
with whimsical indifference. The place selected for this 
occasion was a reconstructed farmhouse in Westchester 
County, hidden from the road by a grove of old oak trees. 
A reputation for excellent cooking drew a large clientele. 
No liquor was served (though the owners averted their eyes 
from hip flasks), but a good orchestra supplied first-rate 
dance music. 

To "McKnight." however, the dishes served might have 
been loaded with 
sawdust, and the 
blare of the jazz 
instruments 
sounded like in- 
tolerable dis- 
cords. It was 
with difficulty 
that he restrain- 
ed his impa- 
tience. 

No mention 
was made of the 
bonds — nor had 
Loerber brought 
any package 
with him. 

His gloom in- 
oculated his 
companions, and 
t he meal was 
eaten in an un- 
easy silence. 

"You look 
tired, Miss 
Lucy," Drayton 
remarked, as the 
waiter placed the 
demi-tasses on 
the table. "It's 

been a mighty murky day; I guess we all feel a bit dopey." 

"It isn't that," Lucy said with an ill-concealed yawn. 
"Charlie and I went for a long motor ride on Long Island 
this afternoon. I wanted fresh air — and I guess I got too 
much of it. If you boys don't mind, we girls will go home 
early." 

For the first time that evening, "McKnight's" spirits 
lightened. He had never been strong for Lucy, but this 
suggestion met with his full approval. 

His nerves were raw. What had happened? Had Loerber 
changed his mind? Or had this "skirt's" yen for fresh air 



taken precedence over Loerbcr's plans to get the 
bonds? 

It was not until they were again seated in Kelly's dimly 
lit, but comfortable, speak-easy, that the subject uppermost 
in "McKnight's" brain was brought up. 

"You fellows go in and I'll be along in a minute," Loerber 
had said as they left his car parked across the street from the 
saloon. 

They awaited his arrival in silence. 

"Here's the twenty-one-thousand," he remarked casually, 
five minutes later, as he tossed a brown paper-covered parcel 
on the table in front of Drayton. 

"McKnight" scarcely repressed an impulse to seize the 
treasure there and then. His heart leaped. 

Seating himself, Loerber continued in the same disinter- 
ested voice: "If your Toledo man can handle them, Slim, 
I can hand over a hundred thousand more." 

Luckily, he was addressing himself directly to Drayton. 
If he had been observing "McKnight," he would have been 
startled to see every drop of color fade from his face. 

Loerber was speaking of delivering a batch of $121,000 in 
bonds, and the total amount of loot in the Niagara Falls stick-up 
had amounted to only $70,000! I I 

For a while there was silence in the little back room. 
Drayton waited, as usual, for McCulley in his r61e of 
"McKnight" to take the initiative. Finally, with his super- 
sensitive intuition, he sensed that something had gone wrong; 
he was also aware of the necessity of preventing any suspi- 
cion from sprouting in Loerber's mind. 

"That's good," he drawled. "From what McKnight says, 
this Toledo bird goes in for big stuff only. Hot bonds have 
to be handled like dynamite, and he mightn't be keen on 
taking only twenty-one thousand: when I wise him to the 

rest, though, he'll 
sit up and take 
notice, most 
likely." 

"When are you 
going out with 
them?" Loerber 
asked. 




(\H, IT 

W out to 



"The end of the long trail." Photo shows the burial of Gerald Chapman, "super- 
bandit," in Mount St. Benedict Cemetery. Judge Groehl stands with his back to the 
camera, looking down into the grave. Secrecy surrounded the plans for the burial. 
No sermon was given or services for the dead. Private burial was made possible by 
Rev. Barry at the prison, who saved the body from the college that wanted to dissect 

and study Chapman's brain 



hop 
to Tole- 
do to-morrow," 
Drayton assured 
him. "Me and 
McKnight here 
should get back 
by Sunday even- 
ing, so what say 
we meet you 
then at the same 
place as to- 
night?" 

"O. K. with 
me," Loerber 
agreed, and with 
little further con- 
versation the 
trio parted. 

Drayton and 
McCulley made 

their way to the Ninety-Sixth Street subway. For a full 
block they walked westward between the sleeping houses. 
In a voice hoarse with disappointment, McCulley spoke: 
"Can you beat it? There 1 thought we were all set for a 
pinch — and now we haven't anything to pinch 'em for till we 
know where Loerber got the bonds . . . Don't' you guess 
what's happened?" he savagely inquired of Drayton upon re- 
ceiving no sympathetic response. "We've been barking up the 
wrong tree! We've been roasting some other fellow's goose — 

that's what we've been doing! — the luck, anyway! 

Our perfectly' prepared trap's collapsed(C<w/f KWfrf on page 103) 
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PARTIAL LIST 
of States, Cttlca and 
Institutions 
in which 

Graduates of I. of A. S. 

Hold Positions as 
Finger Print Exports 

State of Iowa 
State of Idaho 
State of Colorado 
State of Washington 
State of Michigan 
Pulutn. Minn. 
I>etroit. Mich. 
St. Paul. Minn. 
Pittsburgh. Pa. 
Lincoln, Nebr. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 
Calgary, A Ita.. Canada 
Fenaacola, Fla. 
Houston, Texas 
New Haven, Conn. 
Great Falls, Mont. 
Galveston. Texas 
Albany Co . Pen Iten t lary 
Albany. N. Y. 
Waterloo. Iowa 
Wilkes Barre. Pa. 
£1 Paso, Texas 
Everett, Wasb. 
Schenectady, N. Y. 
Albambra. Calif. 
Llvlngston.Mont. 
Saginaw, Mich. 
Tampa. Fla. 
York, Pa. 
Fort Collins, Colo. 
Windsor, Ont., Can. 
Pueblo. Colo. 
Idaho Falls. Idaho 
Lorain County. Ohio 
Ogden, Utah 
Gainesville. Texas 
Walla Walla. Wasb. 
Indiana Reformatory 
Jeffersonville, Ind. 
St. Joseph, Mo. 
Mingo Junction, Ohio 
Okmulgee. Ok la. 
Hazelton, Pa. 
Yakima, Wasb. 
OklahomaClty.Okla. 
X>es Moines, la. 
East Lansing. Mich. 
Globe, Arizona 
Hamtramck, Mich. 
London, Ont.. Can. 
Henryetta. Okla. 
Seattle, Wasb. 
OakBay.B.C.Can. 
Ferndale, Mich. 
Negaunee. Mlcb. 
Lawton. Okla. 
Bay City, Mlcb. 
Roanoke, Va. 
Glendale, CalJf. 
Jqplln, Mo. 
Drumrlgbt. Okla. 
Lima. Ohio 
Victoria. B. C 



$2500 Reward 

for the Capture of an Unknown Man! 

TWICE he had entered the St. Clair Mansion. What was he after? Who? 
What was in danger? Berteau, the famous detective, had warned St. Clair 
that the mysterious marauder would come again. And now— a noise in the 
passage! The creak of an opening door. A shot in the dark ! A capture ! 



Is this wounded stranger the mysterious intruder? 
Who could tell ? Yet Berteau identified the man 
without hesitation and won the $2500 reward. 

How did he do it? Easy enough for the Finger 
Print Expert. He is the specialist, the leader, the 
cream of detectives. Every day's paper tells their 
wonderful exploits in solving mysterious crimes 
and convicting dangerous criminals. 

More Trained Men Needed 

The demand for trained men by governments, states, 
cities, detective agencies, corporations and private 



bureaus is becoming greater every day. Here is a 
real opportunity for YOU. Can you imagine a more 
fascinating line of work than this? Often life and 
death depend upon finger print evidence— and big 
rewards go to the experts. Many experts can earn 
regularly from $3,000 to $10,000 per year. 

Learn at Home in Spare Time 

And now you can learn the secrets of this science at 
home in your spare time. Any man with common 
school education and average ability can become a 
Finger Print Detective in a surprisingly short time. 



FREE 



Just mail the coupon and we will send you without cost or obli- 
gation the bona fide reports made by Secret Service Operator 
No. 38 to his chief. Better than fiction ! Leads you through 
every step in the solution of a mysterious murder and a daring 
train robbery. Shows how Finger Prints become infallible 
evidence. 

This Coupon Brings Full Details ^ 

Men just like vou have climbed to bin success through Finger ^ 
Print knowledge, gained st home in spare time. Get the thrilling book, 
telling in stories and pictures of the famous crimes solved by Finger 
Print Experts. This book is now FREE. Sent prepaid If you just mall 
the coupon AT ONCE I You have everything to gain-Nothing to lose. 

Institute of Applied Science 

1920 Sunny side A v., Dept. 14-31 Chicago, 111. 



The Confidential 
Reports No. 38 
Made to His Chief 



Institute of Applied Science 

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 14-31 Chicago, Illinois 

Gentlemen: Without any obligation whatever, mend me free copy of 
Operator No. 38's confidential report, also your new fully illustrated 
free book of Finger Prints. Also tell me about your new low prices 
and easy terms. 



Name- 



Street Address 



City and Stat* 



Age.. 
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THIS MONTH'S CONTRIBUTORS 



INTRODUCING Chief Ellis H. Parker, 
a country detective who has solved 
more than one hundred baffling murder 
mysteries : 

For the past thirty-five years, this keen- 
witted master-sleuth, whose consummate 
methods are well exemplified in his story 
in this month's Trl'e Detective Myster- 
ies — The Sinister Riddle of Camp Dix — 
has made his headquarters in a nondescript 
office in the drowsy little town of Mount 
Holly, New Jersey. He is Chief of De- 
tectives of Burlington County, a strip of 
thinly populated but fertile terrain noted 
chiefly for its products of the soil. He is 
now fifty-five, having begun his chosen 
work while still a stripling youth. 

There are any number of country detec- 
tives in the United States, but Parker is 
probably the only one of them who has 
achieved international renown in police 
circles. His advice is eagerly sought by 
sleuths of the police departments of the 
large cities. There's a reason : He knows 
the ins and outs of human nature so 
thoroughly that he's in a class by himself. 
He can shoot holes in an alibi with the 
swiftness and deadliness of a machine gun. 
And, on top of it all, he is so utterly kind 
to the murderers whom he traps that they 
often write friendly letters to him from 
their death cells! 

But let us pause for a moment and take 
a look at Parker's background. 

Born on a farm in southern New Jersey, 
of Puritan stock, young Ellis spent his 
early years tilling the soil. His education 
was limited to a not-too-thorough course 
in a rural schoolhouse. At sixteen, the boy 
blossomed forth as a violinist of some 
promise and got a job "fiddling" in a rustic 
dance hall at nights. In those days, the 
musicians sat in a balcony high above the 
merrymakers, and it was from that point 
of vantage that Parker made his first ob- 
servations in human nature. 

"What I seen from that there balcony," 
he says with a smile, "ain't nobody's busi- 
ness." 

Deciding to forego fiddling and farming 
in order to become a great detective, 
Parker, when eighteen, joined the Mon- 
mouth, Burlington and Ocean County Pur- 
suing Society, a group of farmers organ- 
ized to war on horse thieves. The acumen 
which the youth displayed in that job ar- 
rested the attention of the Prosecutor of 
Burlington County, who made him county 
detective at the tender age of nineteen. 
There was considerable protest against the 
appointment of a mere boy to a man's job. 
but it was only a question of time until it 
was proved that the Prosecutor's faith in 
young Ellis had not been misplaced. 

During the first five years that he was 
in office, Parker was confronted by several 
murder mysteries. He applied himself 
diligently, frequently working forty-eight 
hours without a wink of sleep, with the 
result that every one of the crimes was 
"cleaned up" and the culprits convicted. 

At this stage of his career, Parker made 
extensive explorations into the complex 
realm of human nature, becoming such an 
expert at psychology that he experienced 
little difficulty in outwitting many cunning 
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crooks and slayers who had severely taxed 
the resources of metropolitan detectives. 
As a result, police of other cities began 
to write to the country sleuth, asking his 
advice in baffling cases. Parker's "deduc- 
tions by mail" were the means of clearing 
up numerous major crimes, and he was 
soon regarded as a wizard at the game. He 
knew instinctively, from the kind of crime 
committed, just what type of person was 
responsible. He also developed a "sixth 
sense" which enabled him to tell just how 
certain people would react to certain con- 
ditions. He further arrived at the con- 
clusion that nobody is above suspicion, 
holding to the belief that a man may be a 
law-abiding citizen for a quarter of a 
century and then turn into a criminal. 

As the years crept by, Burlington Coun- 
ty, for some inexplicable reason, continued 
to be the scene of numerous dastardly and 
mystifying crimes. But Parker allowed 
no grass to grow under his feet. Some- 
times his work led him far afield but, as 
the movie subtitles say, he always "got his 
man." 

Certain formulas have evolved from 
Parker's years of experience with crimi- 
nals. One of them is that the hasty shift- 
ing of responsibility is an almost positive 
indication of guilt. For example : 

JOHN BRUNEN, a wealthy circus 
" owner, was slain by a shotgun charge 
while he sat reading a murder story in his 
home in Riverside, New Jersey, one blus- 
tery March night in 1922. Harry Mohr, 
Brunen's brother-in-law, immediately im- 
plicated a former employee of the victim. 
That was Parker's tip-off that Mohr might 
be guilty — and Mohr is now serving a life 
term for the crime. 

If a slayer leaves so much as one little 
"telltale," the persistent Parker will find it 
sooner or later. An instance : 

Herman Fisher was murdered along a 
lonely New Jersey road several years ago. 
There were no clues. A shotgun had been 



ustd in the slaying. Parker called at every 
farmhouse for miles around and examined 
hundreds of shotguns. Finally, he visited 
the home of the slain man's pal, Edgar 
Murphy. Murphy's mother showed the 
detective her son's shotgun. 

"When was this gun used last?" asked 
the sleuth. 

"Not since the gunning season, several 
months ago." 

Parker noticed a small, fresh green twig 
on the trigger guard. A twig would not 
retain its freshness for months, reasoned 
the detective. That gun had been out of 
the house recently ! Accordingly, Murphy 
was arrested. He confessed the crime, and 
paid for it with his life. 

I once asked Parker what made a good 
detective. 

"Nothin' more an' nothin' less than plain, 
ord'nary horse sense." 

You have probably noticed that Parker 
doesn't go in for choice English. But don't 
let that fool you ; that's one of the reasons 
for his success as a sleuth. He talks the 
jargon of the man in the street — because 
that's the best way to "get next" to the 
man in the street, to understand him, to 
analyze his motives. 

"A smart detective will never go high- 
brow. Why? Because he ain't dealin' 
with highbrows in his w-ork," is Parker's 
explanation of the matter. 

Parker has the amazing faculty of ob- 
taining confessions from more than half 
of the slayers he traps. Listen : 

"When a man commits a murder, his 
crime weighs heavily upon his conscience'n 
causes him untold torture. I make him 
realize that a confession is the only thing 
that'll bring him a degree of relief. But 
you can't get a confession by browbeating. 
Such a method more often'n not defeats 
its own purpose. Kindness turns the trick ! 
I treat every prisoner with the utmost 
kindness because a man needs'n appreciates 
kindness more'n anything else when he 
knows that the public is cryin' its head off 
for his blood. That's why I get so many 
confessions'n thereby save the State the 
time and expense. of long trials." 

\17HEN a murder mystery crops up, 
▼ » Parker works twenty hours a day, 
pondering over every minute detail of the 
case. Then he resorts to the process of 
elimination ; that is, he suspects everyone 
connected with the case in any way until 
he proves to his own satisfaction that they 
are innocent. In this manner, he slowly but 
deftly closes in on the murderer and when 
the moment for an arrest arrives, he is 
dead sure of his ground. 

This modern Sherlock Holmes never lets 
a man know that he suspects him until he 
has enough evidence for an arrest. When 
questioning a suspect, Parker pretends to 
believe everything that he is being told. 
Thus, the suspect is encouraged because he 
thinks his story is going over big. and be- 
fore long he has made such impossible 
and contradictory statements that he has 
tripped himself up. It is at this stage of 
the game that Parker steps in and punc- 
tures the alibi. Realizing that he has been 
{Continued on page 79) 



True Detective Mysteries 



59 



They dared Officer Kane 
to play 




. . and his music held them spellbound 



ETHEL's house party was at its height. 
Shrieks of laughter mingled with 
phonograph music could be heard outside. 

Suddenly there came an ominous knock- 
ing at the door. Ethel ran to open it and — 
lo and behold — there stood Police Officer 
Kane. 

"G-G-G-Good Evening," gasped Ethel. 

"I want to see the man of the house," 
thundered Kane. 

"I'm sorry," stammered Ethel nervously, 
"but my father is not at home." 

"Well what's goin' on in here anyway?" 
continued the officer sternly. "Sure and 
every one on the block is complainin' of the 
noise. I've a good mind to arrest the lot of 
you." 

Ethel was mortified — what a disgrace ! 

"Oh please," pleaded Ethel, "please don't 
do anything like that, I promise — " 

But Kane could restrain himself no 
longer. 

"Don't worry lassie — you were all havin' 
such a fine time I couldn't help droppin' in. 
Go on — have all the fun you can," laughed 
the big good-natured policeman. 

"Oh," sighed Ethel, greatly relieved, 
"how vou frightened me. Won't you join 
us?" 

Kane Joins Ihe Party 

"Ha," laughed Kane as the Victrola 
started again, "what's the matter with you 
all — playin' that canned mu- 
sic—can't any of you play 
this beautiful piano? Sure 
I'd like to give you a tune 
myself." 

"I dare you to play for 
us," shouted Ted Strong, 
quickly sensing a chance to 
have some fun at the police- 
man's expense. 

Others chimed in. "Yes, 
do play for us, Officer." 
"Just one tune." "Yes, 
just one — that will be 
plenty !" 

"I'm afraid I'll have to be 



goin'," stammered Kane, embarrassed as 
could be. 

"Mr. Kane, I think you might play 
for me after the fright you gave 
me," smiled Ethel. 

"Well, b'gorry, maybe I 
will," agreed the officer. 
And as he sat down 
at the piano 




PICK YOUR 
INSTRUMENT 



Piano 

Organ 

Ukulele 

Comet 

Trombone 

Piccolo 

Cultar 



everyone laughed and cheered. But the noise 
stopped instantly when he struck the first rollick- 
ing notes of Rudolph Friml's famous "Song of the 
Vagabonds." They were amazed at the way his 
large hands flew lightly over the keys. 

1 More — more." "Encore." "That's great — 
play another." They all shouted and applauded as 
the last notes of that snappy march song died 
away. Kane then started that stirring old soldier 
song "On the Road to Mandalay." One by one 
the guests all joined in and sang. 

Then Kane wound up with that popular dance 
number, "You're the Cream in My Coffee," and 
the whole crowd danced. 

"Well," he laughed happily as they applauded 
long and loudly, "I'll have to be on my way now." 

"Thank you for your lovely 
music," said Ethel. "You must 
be playing a good many years?" 

"Sure and I haven't been pla_yin* 
long at all." Then the questions 
came thick and fast, "How did 
you ever learn so quickly?" 
''When do you find time to prac- 
tice?" "Who was your teacher?" 



Violin 

Clarinet 
Flute 
Saxophone 
Harp 
Mandolin 
'Cello 



Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Sight Singing 
Piano Accordion 
Italian and German Accordion 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Drums and Traps 
Harmony and Composition 
Automatic Finger Control 
Banlo (Plectrum, 
S-String or Tenor) 



Kane Tells His Story 

"Well, to tell you the truth I 
had no teacher. I've always loved 
music but I couldn't take regular 
lessons on account of my duties 
as a policeman. Then one evenin' 
I saw a U. S. School of Music 
advertisement in a magazine, 
tellin' of a new way of leamin' to 
play with no teacher at all. I 



didn't believe it myself but they offered a free 
sample lesson so I sent for it. One look at the 
Free Demonstration Lesson showed me how easy 
it was so I wrote for the whole course. My friends 
all told me I was crazy until I started playin' 
little tunes for them from real notes. 

"There were no tiresome scales or tedious ex- 
ercises either. With these simple lessons I played 
real pieces almost from the start. Now I'm playin" 
classical numbers or jazz, havin' the time of my 
life." 

* • • 

This is not the story of just one isolated case. 
Over half a million people have learned to play 
by this simple method. You, too. can learn this 
easily understood way. Even if you don't know 
one note frdm another you'll grasp it in no time. 
First it tells you how to do a thing — then it shows 
you how in pictures — then you do it yourself and 
I. ear it. 

You teach yourself— right at home — without 
any uninteresting finger exercises, tedious scales 
or other humdrum method s. 

Free Booklet and 
Demonstration Lesson 

To prove how practical this course is, the U. S. 
School of Music has arranged a typical demon- 
stration lesson and explanatory booklet whicli 
you may have Free. They show how anyone can 
learn to play his favorite instrument by note in less 
than half the time and at a fraction of the cost of 
old slow methods. ( The Booklet will also tell you 
all about the amazing new Automatic Finger Con- 
trol. 

So if you really want to learn to play— if you 
want a host of friends — to be popular — write for 
this Free Booklet and Free Demonstration Lesson. 

Don't delay — act at once — fill in and mail the 
coupon below today— no obligation whatever. 

(Instrument supplied if desired, cash or credit). 
U. S. School of Music, 3061 Brunswick Bldg.. 
New York City. 

U. S. School of Music 

3061 Brunswick Bldg.. New York City 

Please send me your free book, "Music Lessons 
in Your Own Home", with introduction by Dr. 
Frank Crane, Free Demonstration Lesson and 
particulars of your easy payment plan. I am 
interested in the following course: 



Have You 
.Instrument? . 



Name 

Address 

City , State. 
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A Losing Game 

Readers of True Detective Mysteries have long been familiar with 
Considine's career in crime. Released from Folsom Prison on April 1st, 
1929, after serving a total of more than twenty years behind bars, he is 
making a determined effort to go straight — and is succeeding 

By Robert Considine 



WERE it possible for crooks to 
succeed in all of their attempted 
crimes, they would, indeed, pre- 
sent a much greater problem 
for society to cope with and be a much 
greater menace than what they now are. 
But (as is the case in every walk of 
life) crooks experience failures. Al- 
though a crook may be considered by 
the ordinary layman as a person set 
apart from the rest of the world — one 
whose actions and reactions are, because 
of the much abused "warped brain" ex- 
planation of his crookedness, different 
than those of the rest of the world— 
fundamentally the crook differs but little 
from those you see all about you in 
everyday life. One must not overlook 
the fact that crooks are, as a rule, but 
human beings : not super-human, nor yet 
subnormal. They are merely human be- 
ings. And as such they make mistake*, 
and undertake projects beyond their scope. 
And, as a consequence, they suffer de- 
feat and have to admit failure — even as 
you do in like circumstances. 

It is the story of two of my failures 
to obtain rich prizes that I am going to 
relate here. 

At different times during my career in 
the London underworld I had, heard tales 
relating to a prominent Paris jeweler 
named Jules Zalesky. These stories had 
been to the effect that this prominent 
man, who owned a magnificent shop situ- 
ated upon one of the most fashionable 
avenues of Paris, was also a fence for 
stolen jewels. Although Paris was. at 
that time, a particularly rich field for 
jewel thieves, it was a closed preserve to 
my sweetheart and accomplice, "Chicago 
May" Churchill, who, some years previ- 
ous, had been involved in the robbery of 
the Paris office of the American Express 
Company, a crime for which the notori- 
ous Eddie Guerin had been sent to 
Devil's Island for life. Therefore, I did 
not give much credence or thought to 
attempting an alliance with Jules Zalesky 
and transferring our operations to Paris. 

However, such alliances are sometimes 
worked out for crooks in much the same 
manner as business alliances are worked 
out for honest men. As the good cor- 
poration lawyer or business executive is 
often called to larger and richer fields of 
endeavor by the czars of business who 
have been watching him and approve of 
his methods, so is the crook selected for 
other fields by those who have use for 
him and know his ability and worth. In 
such a manner was my alliance with 
Jules Zalesky brought about. 



Old Dan McCarthy, a clever London 
fence, who was my particular friend and 
business associate, had for years known 
of Zalesky's practice of buying the more 
expensive types of stolen jewelry. In fact, 
Dan had at one time negotiated with 
Zalesky, trying to sell to him the jewels 
of the Duchess of Sutherland which had 
been stolen by an American thief. But 
Zalesky decided that these jewels were 
too prominent for even him to handle, 
and the deal therefore tell through. But 
this transaction had given Dan a rating 
with Zalesky, and it was to Dan that he 
turned when in need of the services of 
a couple of American crooks to help him 
with the deal I shall relate herein. 

Having received a communication 
from Zalesky asking that two American 
thieves who could be trusted and who 
were unknown to the Paris police, be 
sent to him in Paris, Old Dan called 
upon myself and my partner, Louis 
Lorenzano. The latter was known to the 
European police as "Italian Louie." To 
us Dan explained Zalesky's prominence 
and instructed us to depart immediately 
for Paris. There we were to register at 
a prominent hotel and by messenger get 
into communication with Zalesky, who 
would then call upon us. As a talisman 
by means of which to identify ourselves 
to Zalesky, Dan gave me a peculiarly en- 
graved signet ring which I was to pre- 
sent to Zalesky upon our meeting. This 
ring had been sent to Dan by Zalesky, 
for this purpose. 

BECAUSE Zalesky had stated that the 
job was strictly one for men, and be- 
cause of her identity being known to the 
Paris police, Louis and I left Chicago May 
in our Regents Park flat and departed for 
Paris that same evening. 

Arriving at the hotel which had been 
designated in Zalesky's message to Dan, 
we immediately hired a messenger and 
made our presence in the city known to 
Zalesky. The next afternoon we were 
favored by a personal call from that 
gentleman. 

Tall and austere in appearance, 
Zalesky was indeed an impressive figure. 
His well-shaped head that was topped by 
shining black hair was set upon 
shoulders that would have done credit to 
a heavyweight champion prize-fighter. 
His enormous size appeared to fill our 
rooms to overflowing as he greeted us, 
and the snapping black eyes which gazed 
forth from a face of keen intelligence 
missed not a detail of our appearance. 
He was a pleasant surprise to us, for 



we had been prepared to receive a fop- 
pish little dandy such as one usually 
encounters as the proprietor of a de 
rigueur Paris shop. 

"Which is Brooks and which is 
Parks?" he asked after the servant who 
had shown him up had departed. H^e 
spoke the names which Old Dan had 
instructed us to use as aliases, and his 
English was without a trace of accent. 

"I am Brooks," I replied, presenting 
the signet ring. 

"Ah, yes !" he said, accepting the ring 
from me. At the same time his austere 
attitude thawed and was replaced by a 
cordial smile and a friendly hand-shake. 

After first glancing around the suite 
and going to the door to assure himself 
no one was loitering in the hall, Zalesky 
seated himself on the divan and motioned 
to us to take seats on either side of him. 

Then, in a low. confident voice, he 
explained to us what our mission in 
Paris was to be. 

"Some time ago," he said, "I was com- 
missioned to clean and reset several 
valuable pieces of jewelry which are the 
property of the Shah of Persia. Because 
the Shah did not wish it to be common 
gossip throughout his court that a part 
of the jewels of State had been sent to 
Paris, the transmission of the jewels to 
my store was done in a very quiet, un- 
ostentatious manner. They were en- 
trusted to the care of one of the Shah'.-! 
most trusted attaches, and by him 
brought to me. From Genoa, Italy, to 
Paris this attache traveled by first-class 
carriage on the Train de Luxe with the 
jewels in an ordinary despatch case. Of 
course the ' police of France, whose 
government is very friendly toward the 
Shah, had been quietly informed of the 
attache's mission, and from the French 
border, where he was quickly passed 
without disturbance by customs officials, 
he was given a guard of two plain- 
clothes men for the journey to Paris. 

""VTOW," he continued, "I have com- 
1-V pleted my work upon the jewels — a 
magnificent collection they arc, too— and 
they are ready to be delivered to the 
attache for return to the Shah. I have 
been handsomely paid for my work, but 
that is not enough. I want those jewels, 
and if you boys can get them for me 
I shall make it well worth your while. ' 

He mentioned a sum as our payment 
that made both Louis and myself emit t 
soft whistle of appreciation. 

"Not so swift, my young friends !" he 
(Continued on page 107) 
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Behind TheBare at last / 

Read How Famous Crooks Are 
CA UGHT! 

Another Great Detective Magazine 
Filled With Thrilling True 
Detective Stories 

Hundreds of thousands of keen, intelligent lovers of mystery 
stories have acclaimed these true, authentic deteclive tales torn 
from the pages of police annals. And so — in response to the 
demand for siill more of these unequalled stories — The Master 
Detective awaits you. The police records of the nation have 
been combed for their most thrilling mysteries . . . scores and 
scores of noted detectives have offered from the treasure trove of 
their own exciting experiences the most gripping collection of 
stirring, sensational stories you'll ever read! Stories so weird, 
so uncanny, they defy mortal invention ... so amazing, so 
macabre in their astounding sequences no writer of fiction 
would dare conceive them, and yet — they have actually hap- 
pened! In the detectives' own words you read how gigantic 
frauds — awful murders — bold holdups were perpetrated. And 
then you read how the "master minds" of crime are defeated by 
super-skill of trained flesh-and-blood detectives. 

Thrill to These Stories! 

How they'll capture your imagination! Read how Uncle Sam's 
Federal Operatives rounded up the bandits who pulled Toledo's 
biggest "job" — The million dollar holdup of their new post 
office! Learn how detectives waded through the mass of horrible 
details that surrounded the mysterious death of William Trost — 
to send Philadelphia's murdering bride to jail for life! The bold 
amazing escapades of Von Velthiem, international super-crook, 
will make you gasp from sheer excitement! A brilliant news- 
paper man writes in staccato style of how he trailed down the 
arch-killer of girls who held Minneapolis in a grip of fear! 
Gangster Vengeance — narrated by a prisoner behind the bars, is 
the authentic tale of a vicious rivalry that existed between two 
fearless gangs of smugglers on the West Coast! These are but a 
few of the many exciting stories in the great January issue of 
The Master Detective that will provide you with the most 
thrilling reading entertainment you've ever known. 

Don't Miss the Master Detective! 

You'll find it temendously exciting and interesting. THE 
Master Detective will give you a new, thrilling insight on the 
methods of noted sleuths . . . and how they combat the war 
that is waged on society by the lawless. The first issue of 
this Macfadden Publication appeared on the news stands 
only a few months ago, yet its circulation is growing by 
leaps and bounds. Buy your copy at the nearest news 
dealer's before he is sold out or fill out the special offer 
coupon below and assure yourself of reading the next five 
issues for only one dollar. 



~ J a ** U «**y| MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS. Inc.. 

| 1926 Broadway. New York. Dept. T D-13 
| Gentlemen: 
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I I am enclosing $1.00 for which please enter my 

I name to receive The Master Detective Maga 

| zme for the next five months beginning with the 
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Address . 



On All News Stands 25c 
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sent her by parcel post from Waukcgan, 
Illinois. One was valued at $165 and the 
other at $155. 

They opened the packages and an in- 
spection of the contents was made. When 
Mrs. Holdridge saw the contents, she ex- 
citedly exclaimed: 

"Those are the clothes ! They belong 
to my sister, Hattie. They are the clothes 
she wore when she left our home I" 

There were three coats in the package — 
one brown plush coat, one gray cloth 
coat, and one red rain-coat. In addition to 
these, there were four nightgowns, sev- 
eral suits of underwear, numerous dresses 
and other articles of woman's apparel. 

"All of those belonged to my sister," 
declared Mrs. Holdridge. 

AFTER the examination of those pack- 
ages, Mrs. Coffey produced another 
smaller package. ^ • 

"When my husband came home shortly 
before Christmas," she said, "he gave us 
all jewelry. He gave this diamond ring 
to our oldest daughter, not only for Christ- 
mas but also because she had graduated 
from high school." 

Mrs. Coffey handed the ring to Mrs. 
Holdridge, who examined it eagerly. 

"That was a ring of my sister's! She 
had owned it for many years." 

"He gave me this ring," went on Mrs. 
Coffey, producing a ring set with an East- 
ern Star emblem. 

"That is Hattie's ring, too. She was a 
member of the Eastern Star," said Mrs. 
Holdridge. . 

"I thought something was wrong," said 
Mrs. Coffey. "I told him the ring was 
one of some order, but he said, 'Oh, no, 
that's just a little device! You can wear 
the ring safely, because I found it.' I 
never did wear it, but here is another 
thing he gave me. It is a black setting — 
a bracelet." 

"My sister's," choked Mrs. Holdridge, 
now in tears. 

Mrs. Coffey then turned over a small- 
caliber rifle that Coffey had brought home 
with him when he returned December 23rd. 
The investigators considered it important, 
and intimated that he had had it with him 
on his honeymoon trip. 

Clark telephoned me news of these new 
developments. 

"I haven't completed my investigations 
here at Madison, so in the meantime, you 
go after Coffey and see if you can't get 
a confession out of him," he said. 

With this new mass of incriminating 
evidence in my hand, I felt lire I could 
get a quick confession from Coffey. My 
confidence was strengthened because since 
his incarceration I had been unusually 
kind to Coffey. He took most of his meals 
with me, and in other ways I showed him 
favors denied the other prisoners. If he 
had anything to confess, he would be more 
apt to confide in a friend than in one who 
had treated him harshly. Full of assur- 
ance, I entered his cell. 

"Mr. Coffey — just ivhat did you and St. 
Claire do to Hattie?" I shot the question 
at him pointblank. 

He knew nothing of our latest discov- 
eries, so was full of confidence. 



( Contin ued fram page 36) 

"Why, Lyall, I don't understand your 
question ! I thought I made myself clear 
when I confessed everything to you and 
Mr. Clark," he said. His face had a look 
of injured faith and disappointment at the 
thought that I could doubt the story he 
told. But his eyes were on me constantly, 
and they had a quizzical expression that he 
couldn't conceal. 

"Now, Mr. Coffey, there's no use in 
continuing this farce any longer. We 
know that you live in Madison, and that 
you have a wife and three children there. 
We have also sworn out a warrant for 
you for bigamy in Winona, so when we're 
through with you on this forgery count, 
they'll nab you there. You ought to see 
by now that you are up against it, and 
you might as well come through !" 

A faint quiver of his features was the 
only sign that this unexpected revelation 
was a shock to him, and almost before it 
could be noticed he had resumed that 
patronizing, fatherly air he always shewed 
toward me. I couldn't help admiring his 
iron nerve. Behind that mask of cool 
assurance, his keen mind was working with 
lightning rapidity. 

FOR a long moment, silence hung in 
the room. 

"I was in hopes that my one big sin 
would never be found out," he brought 
out at length, feigning a deep shame. "Oh, 
how I loved that woman ! I am unable to 
understand my mad infatuation for her. 
I never felt so weak before. Something 
evil — stronger than the righteousness in 
my heart — took possession of me. Yes, 
Lyall, now that you have found out my 
shame, let me have your pencil and I will 
give you a statement. I pray my wife in 
Madison will never find out about this." 

I handed him my pencil, and here is what 
he wrote : 

/ hereby admit that under the over- 
whelming infatuation for Mrs. Hattie 
Hales, I married her with her full 
knowledge of my family ties, I know- 
ing at the time that it was wrong, but 
powerless to resist. The ceremony zvas 
read by Judge Looby of Winona, 
Minn., Sept. 15th, 1926. 

Wm. N. Coffey. 

This was w ritten in pencil on the back 
of some of my stationery. (Facsimile of 
the original, traced over in ink, is shown 
on page 34.) When he handed it to me, 
he said : 

"The rest of the story about Hattie 
deserting me in Asheville is as I have 
told it. I swear it is so." 

"Hummh," I thought. "Pretty smooth, 
the way you squirmed out of that one!" 
But I had another question I considered 
would be more of a shock. 

"All right, Mr. Coffey — you say Hattie 
deserted you in Asheville late in October. 
Then, how did it happen that you sent her 
clothes home from Waukegan, Illinois, in 
two packages in early October, shortly 
after you left Rockford with her?" 

I thought he would be stumped, but I 
was yet to learn a few things about this 
man. I watched him closely, and this 



damaging revelation brought not the 
slightest change in his face. Still smiling 
in a superior way, he said: 

"The clothes Hattie wore were not of 
a very modish cut, and as we were to meet 
some very important people in Chicago, I 
spent eight hundred dollars on her for new 
clothes. I told her I would send her old 
clothes to some charitable organization, 
and when I sent them to Madison I en- 
closed a note for my wife to dispose of 
them in that way." 

"When you were home in December, you 
gave your wife and children jewelry be- 
longing to Hattie. How, and where, did 
you get that jewelry?" 

"There is no truth in that whatever ! 
The jewelry I gave my wife and children 
was purchased by me from a jeweler in 
Cincinnati, Ohio. I shall write him to- 
night and get him to verify my purchase, 
so you will be satisfied on that point." 

I felt my confidence oozing a little. 
I didn't believe a word he said, but I 
couldn't deny his statement until an in- 
vestigation proved it false. I wasn't 
getting anywhere, and I had shot my best 
bolts at him. 

"You registered in Dubuque, Iowa, on 
October eighth with your wife, and on 
October fourteenth and fifteenth you reg- 
istered alone in Sheboygan. What became 
of your wife during that time?" 

"There is some mistake there. I am 
sure if they check into that again, 
they will see that I registered in Sheboy- 
gan as Mr. and Mrs. Coffey. Probably 
it blotted or blurred so they overlooked 
it." 

I QUESTIONED him a little farther, 
then went back to my office feeling 
hopelessly baffled. He had beaten me once 
again at every turn. 

While I was sitting there condemning 
myself for a fool, the turnkey came in 
and handed me a note from Coffey. I'll 
give it here in full, because I, don't know 
to this day whether he was rubbing it in 
or whether he really meant what he 
said. I can sense a bit of derisiveness in 
it, especially after the way he had 
bested me : 

Lyall, you are young, you are newly 
experienced in your office, but let me 
say in the simplest spirit of friend- 
liness, your qualifications justify your 
official position. Yon are courageous, 
untiring and conscientious. I trust that 
even at the expense of my liberty, yon 
will have won for yourself a lasting 
and valuable reputation. Your deputies 
too deserve much credit for their un- 
tiring efforts — they loo are kindly and 
sincere. 

Your despondent friend 

W. N. Con-EY. 

I don't know how this letter strikes 
the reader, but I couldn't get rid of a 
feeling that he was laughing up his 
sleeve when he wrote it. I can see no 
other reason for writing it. At any rate, 
I was boiling after I read it, and more 
than ever determined to beat hiir at his 
own game. 
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But how to do it? I cudgeled my brain. 
He was, obviously, hoping to beat me in a 
battle of wits. He would be wary, and 
anticipate any trap I might set. He would, 
therefore, I reasoned, be on his guard, ex- 
pecting me to try some shrewd move. 

As long as he was expecting me to be 
crafty, why not fool him and pull some- 
thing so plainly "dumb," I would catch 
him off his guard? 

A "dumb"' trick against shrewd wit! 
That was the battle campaign I mapped 
out then and there in my office, and 
within a few hours I had it in operation. 

THAT evening, at exactly 6 o'clock, I 
took Coffey out and weighed him. 
Then I took a friend of mine into my 
confidence, and coached him on just what 
to say. 

I watched through one of the peep- 
holes in Coffey's cell, and about 9 :30 I 
saw him crawl into his bunk for the 
night. Before he had a chance to doze 
off, I and my friend pretended to creep 
silently into the cell room. We stepped 
before Coffey's cell. 

"Sh-h-h! Be quiet, so he don't wake 
up! That's him in there. He gave me 
a straight story to-day, and I be'.ieve 
him, but I got orders to try the Berlin 
system on him." 

"What's the Berlin system?" whispered 
my friend, taking the cue. 

"It's supposed to be an absolutely ac- 
curate method of determining whether a 
man is lying or not. It's something new. 
Some German scientist perfected a scien- 
tific way of measuring a man's guilt by 
the amount of weight he loses through 
worry. All I've got to do is weigh him 
on the dot at six P. M. and six A. M., 
and look at the chart I showed you. The 
amount he loses will determine his guilt." 

"Does it always work?" asked my 
friend softly. 

"Absolutely ! It has been tested on 
hardened old criminals, and on old and 
young. They claim it is as infallible as 
the finger-print system, and that is al- 
ways right." 

As we talked, I noticed Coffey's eye- 
lids twitch as they will in anyone who 
feigns sleep. I knew he had taken in every 
word I said. That was just what I 
wanted. 

Back in the office, we grinned foolishly 
at each other. Surely, no man with the 
least intelligence would fall for anything 
so outrageously dumb ! I say "dumb" 
now, but before the reader has finished 
this story, I'll leave it to him to say 
whether it actually proved to be so dumb 
after all ! 

Everyone weighs less by a pound or 
two upon rising in the morning, than he 
weighed the evening before. I, myself, 
have weighed as much as three pounds 
less immediately upon rising than when 
I retired the previous night. But Coffey, 
evidently, did not know this scientific 
fact. 

At 5 :30 in the morning I was again 
at the peep-hole, watching Coffey. 

Picture, if you can, my amazement 
when I saw him gulping down cupful 
after cupful of water. He would pace 
the cell * while and then resume his 
drinking, until he had consumed an un- 
believable amount of water. 

He had fallen for my plan like a ton 
of brick, and was going to take on 
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weight enough to fool me by drinking 
water! .He was probably congratulating 
himself because he had overheard me the 
previous night, and chuckling over the 
way he was going to trick me. I could 
imagine him reasoning thus: "When 
Lyall weighs me in the morning and 
finds that I haven't lost a pound, and 
perhaps may have gained, then he will 
feel sure my conscience is clear and I 
have nothing to 'hide!" 

I couldn't conceal a smile as I walked 
over to the scale and rebalanced it so 
that it would weigh two pounds short. 
My dumb plan was working beyond ex- 
pectations! Even if I went no farther 
with it, I had seen enough of his at- 
tempts to defeat that plan to convince 
me he still had a great deal to tell. 
A few minutes before 6, I went into his 
cell to get him. He was all ready for 
me. and had on his coat and vest. 

"I'll have to weigh you, Mr. Coffey, 
but I must weigh you iu, just the same 
clothes you had on last night. Just leave 
your coat and vest here." 

He smiled pleasantly, 9hd complied with 
my order. Inwardly he was confident he 
had outwitted me. I noticed he had 
concealed two magazines in his coat when 
he removed it, and I later found out he 
had snaked his underwear and socks, in 
another exercise of his devilish ingenuity 
in trying to add weight. 

Just to hold him in suspense, I kept him 
standing beside the scale for three min- 
utes until the minute hand was exactly on 
6 o'clock. 

When he stepped on the scale, he 
weighed exactly two pounds less than he 
had the night before. He looked at 
the balance bar as though he couldn't be- 
lieve his eyes. There was a study in 
psychology for someone ! The fact that, 
in spite of his efforts to gain weight, he 
had lost two pounds, had a startling effect 
on his nerves. When I had confronted 
him with the damaging evidence un- 
covered at Madison, he hadn't been phased 
in the slightest; but by some quirk be- 
yond understanding — if the look on his 
face as he eyed the balance meant any- 
thing — this simple loss of weight struck 
terror into his heart. 

I calmly jotted his weight down on a 
card, purposely letting him see the figures. 

At 7 :30, I had him brought out to 
breakfast with me. After chatting a 
while, he casually asked me if I weighed 
all the prisoners night and morning. 

"Oh, no," I replied, "that'd be an aw- 
ful job!" 

"'T'HEN why do they want me weighed 
night and morning?" 

"District Attorney's orders," I lied 
cheerfully. "You know, Mr. Coffey, if 
the forgery charge against you should be 
dismissed, we will have to turn you over 
to the Winona authorities in good health. 
This weighing is just a precaution, be- 
cause if you lose too much we will have 
to have a doctor look you over." 

"Oh, I see," he replied with feigned 
innocence. 

"Now, Mr. Coffey," I replied, as we 
pushed back our chairs, "I've got additional 
information overnight that you weren't 
quite honest with me yesterday. Why won't 
you play fair with me? I haven't mis- 
treated you in any way, have I?" 

"No, Lyall, you haven't. But I told 



you the truth yesterday. I can't imagine 
what you have heard that could make 
you think I haven't," he replied, trying to 
draw me out. 

"I can see that you don't want to play 
fair with me. You are deliberately try- 
ing to make as much trouble for mo as 
you can. I've got positive proof that 
you either lied, or didn't tell everything. 
If you feel that you don't want to tell 
me, all right. Someone else will get the 
truth out of you. There is no possible 
chance for you to get out of jail until 
Hattie and St. Claire are located, so 
you might as well make up your mind 
to help locate them." 

He studied a spot on the table-cloth a 
long time ; then, raising his eyes to mine, 
he said : 

"Get me a pencil and paper, and I will 
give you the truth." 

At last, I thought, I will get the truth 
out of him! He had told so many lies 
and made so many confessions, he must 
certainly see the futility of keeping it 
up any longer ! I found pen and paper 
and began to write what he told me. 

He leaned forward, resting his elbow 
on the desk. 

"My father died in an insane asylum 
in Topcka, Kansas," he began. "He had 
a very serious case . of high blood pres- 
sure. He was never vicious, but he was 
irresponsible, and there were times when 
he couldn't talk consecutively on any 
subject. I have high blood pressure, and 
there are times when my mind is not 
normal. There are times when it ap- 
pears to be absolutely blank. I do say 
that this woman who is missing, Mrs. 
Hattie Hales, disappeared during a 
period when my mind was in this con- 
dition. I told the story about finding her 
in a compromising position with another 
man, because I was afraid the people 
would criticize me for something which 
I did not do!" 

I looked at him aghast when he had 
finished. 

"Then there is no such person as St. 
Claire?" I asked. 

"No," he replied. "He is a fictitious 
character I created in my letters to make 
her disappearance sound more real." 

I took him back to his cell and locked 
him up. This was a new angle entirely. 
At least, it was an admission that the 
disappearance of Hattie now lay between 
him and her ! But if he remained mum, 
we would have a tough job finding out 
what became of her during the time he 
declared his mind was a blank. 

District Attorney Clark and his law 
partner, J. E. Dittmar, then stepped in. 
Clark had a raft of new evidence, and 
it was their intention to grill him until 
he confessed. 

T SHOWED them the latest confession 
I had gained from Coffey, and told 
of the ruse I had used to get it. We 
went over the confession word for word. 
Probably the reader has discovered the 
truth himself, but here is what we saw 
in it : Instead of being a confession, it 
was carefully worded evidence, which, if 
used in court, would be favorable to him. 
Coffey, foreseeing the mesh that was tight- 
ening about him, was planning -to turn it 
in his favor. The fact that his father 
had died in an insane asylum opened the 
way for a hereditary insanity defense — the 



bugbear of all prosecuting attorneys. His 
father was never vicious, he said; there- 
fore, he probably wouldn't have transmitted 
any vicious tendencies to his son, and 
Coffey, even though subject to fits of 
insanity, wouldn't be apt to kill his wife. 
Also, if his mind was a blank when she 
disappeared, he couldn't be expected to 
account for her whereabouts if alive, or 
for her body if she were dead. 

We decided to ignore that confession, 
and brought him in and began to put him 
through a severe grilling. I took him out 
at 6 o'clock and weighed him, much to 
his surprise and evident terror ; and then 
the questioning was resumed. With that 
exception and time out for a bite to eat, 
we hammered away at him incessantly. 
Along about midnight, we expected a con- 
fession from him momentarily. He was 
caught in a maze of contradictions, and 
had become so completely exhausted that 
he didn't even deny them any longer. 

But he would confess nothing. Hour 
•after hour dragged by ; his face became 
lined, and he stared around stupidly, but 
he would not crack. 

We were utterly fagged out ourselves, 
so at 3 o'clock in the morning we gave 
up and decided to resume the questioning 
after a short nap. I dropped off to sleep 
immediately, because I had been working 
early and late on the case. 

AT 5 o'clock in the morning, the turn- 
key woke me up and said Coffey 
wished to talk to me. I was positive the 
wanted confession was forthcoming, so, 
dressing hastily, I went out to his cell. 
"What do you want?" I asked him. 
"I've been tossing and rolling, and can't 
go to sleep. My nerves are gone, so won't 
you please sit here and talk to me?" he 
pleaded. 

His eyes were staring, and his face was 
blanched, as though the spirit of the miss- 
ing woman had been haunting him. The 
terrific burden on his consciepce was 
plainly visible in the fear-distorted lines 
of his face. 

"All right," I replied. "Come on into 
the office." 

Conversation came hard. He had too 
much on his mind, and I purposely refused 
to let the conversation drift away from 
the subject of Hattie. During the ques- 
tioning a short time before, he had per- 
sistently denied that the diamond ring he 
had given his daughter ever belonged to 
Hattie. He insisted now that he had pur- 
chased it in Indianapolis, although he had 
once told me he bought it in Cincinnati. 
Referring to that instance of inconsistency, 
I said : 

"You shouldn't stick to that story — it 
sounds too fishy. Her people ought to 
know whether it was her ring or not." 

"Yes, that's right," he said. "Well, it 
was her ring, all right." 

"A lot more of that stuff you told 
sounded pretty thin," I suggested. 

"I know it did," he muttered. 

We sat silent a long time. I wanted 
to let him know we didn't believe him. 

"Why don't you tell the whole business 
and get it over with?" I said. "You'll feel 
a lot better, and you will be able to get 
some sleep then." 

"I guess that's right," he said, nodding 
his head wearily. He looked at me and 
opened his mouth as if to speak again — 
then hesitated, and closed it. I felt that 
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he was breaking, so I opened up again. 

"You know, it isn't as if going to prison 
depended on it. You're going up, any- 
way. Everybody knows you killed her, and 
you are just making a lot of trouble and 
work for all of us by not talking. I've 
treated you as a good friend, and you re- 
pay me by making all the trouble you can 
for me." 

"Are you going to weigh me this morn- 
ing?" he asked, looking at the clock. 

"Yes, I am," I replied. "I will have 
to do that every day until we find Hattie." 

Then, as if that fact had decided him, 
he said: 

"Well, all right. I guess I'll talk." 

It was close to 6 then, so I took him out 
and weighed him. When we returned to 
the office again, I said : "Let's start where 
you left Rockford with your wife. Where 
did you go?" 

"We drove to Dubuque, and on October 
sixth and seventh camped on the east bank 
of the Mississippi — not in a tourist camp, 
but alone. It was below the upper bridge 
leading into Wisconsin, near a group of 
cottages known as Irving Park. We made 
side trips around that part of the country, 
and visited the Mohawk caves, and went 
to La Crosse one day. My wife sat in 
the car while I went into the bank there 
and closed my account. I cashed some 
Liberty Bonds for her — three hundred 
dollars' worth. When we got back to 
camp again, I intended to drive into 
Dubuque and see Mrs. Rider — she's about 
eighty, and she used to contribute to the 
welfare association when I solicited for 
them. 

"I joked Hattie about it, and told her 
I was going to visit an old sweetheart of 
mine. Hattie was awful jealous of me. 
She was in bed, but awake, when I came 
back about midnight. The first thing she 
said was, 'Billy, who was that woman you 
were chasing around Dubuque with all 
night?' 

"I laughed, and told her I was just kid- 
ding her, but she was jealous and wouldn't 
believe me. My God, Sheriff. I was crazy 
about that woman ! I wouldn't have 
thought of looking at another woman . . . 
Well, after I got into bed she kept after 
me, and the more she talked, the madder 
she got. Then she slapped my face. Then 
she picked up an indoor baseball bat we 
carried along to play ball with, and swung 
it at me. I caught it in the air, and threw 
it toward the tent entrance. She moved 
her head just then, and it hit her in the 
head, the temple, and — killed her instantly. 

'UfELL, my God, Sheriff — what could 
ww I do? There she was — dead . . . 
Well, / carried Iter up on the big bridge 
and dropped her in. She only had her 
nightgown on ... . 

"I was so scared, I didn't know what to 
do. I took down the tent and packed up 
and hurried away from there before day- 
light. I drove through Madison to She- 
b iygan, and spent the night of October 
fourteenth and fifteenth there. Then I 
drove to Chicago. Here I shipped my 
wife's clothes and jewelry to my first wife 
in Madison. Then I got Hattie's secur- 
ities from a bank in Chicago by saying 
she was dead. I borrowed a thousand dol- 
lars on the securities, and drove to Ashe- 
ville, North Carolina. Here I bought the 
typewriter and rubber stamps with her 
name, because I thought it would be a good 
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idea to make her folks think she was still 
alive." 

When he had finished, I sat back and 
relaxed for a moment. I pushed the papers 
across the desk for him to sign. At last, 
1 thought, we had finally got the truth 
out of him ! The knowledge that poor 
Hattie Hales was dead had not come, how- 
ever, as such an unexpected surprise : that 
suspicion had been seeping through the 
heads of all of us for several days. 

After placing the papers in the safe, 
I left orders that they were to be turned 
over to District Attorney Clark upon his 
arrival, and that I didn't want to be dis- 
turbed until noon. 

But if any reader thinks we derived 
much satisfaction out of that confession 
after we had made a careful study oi it 



a little later, he is wrong. Suffice it to 
say that our respect for this man, Coffey, 
jumped a thousandfold. The legal loop- 
holes he had concealed there, and which I 
will bring out in due time, make it one 
of the most astounding documents of its 
kind ever written. Some of the best legal 
talent in the Middle West studied it, and 
gave as their opinion that with this con- 
fession and the evidence at hand, there 
wasn't a chance of convicting him. 

"f~*OFFEY Makes New Confession," or 
V/ "Coffey Collapses," or "Coffey in 
Coma," read the head-lines on screaming 
extras that now followed each other with 
bulletinlike regularity in cities all over 
the country. 

When this last confession of his was 



made public, every State bordering the 
Mississippi River from Iowa to the Gulf 
began a feverish hunt for the body. Thou- . 
sands of volunteers dragged the river, 
combed the banks and searched the islands 
and sand bars, but found no trace of the 
body. All day long and most of the night, 
there was a heavy cannonading all along 
the river, as dynamite was resorted to in 
an effort to break up the ice and jar the 
body loose from the muddy bottom. 

We dispatched a copy of the confession 
with a description and picture of Mr. and 
Mrs. Coffey to District Attorney R. M. 
Orchard of Grant County, Wisconsin, and 
District Attorney Allen Kane of Dubuque, 
Iowa. The confession that the crime was 
committed in Grant County relieved us of 
(Continued on page HI) 
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beginning of a smoke screen? He was 
quite unperturbed as he made the state- 
ment — an entirely different man from the 
nervously laughing Meyers who, when 
confronted with a photograph of the mur- 
dered girl's body, taken at the rifle range, 
appeared overcome, and cried : "/ suppose 
I'll be charged with murder.' I'll tell you 
the whole truth!" 

Yet Meyers did not at once tell the 
"whole truth." When pressed by further 
questions, he was evasive, frequently con- 
tradicting himself. 

But his alibi, excepting the admission of 
attending a theater which was not open, 
seemed air-tight. His fraternity brothers 
voluntarily appeared at the city prison to 
tell the police that Meyers had spent all 
of Thursday night except "about half an 
hour" at the fraternity house. 

As I watched the two men, I found my- 
self sizing them up, measuring the degree 
of likelihood that they might have mur- 
dered the girl. More and more Meyers 
appealed to me as a "fall guy," a man who 
had borne the brunt of blame generally in 
things whether he deserved it or not. Doc- 
tor Snook even told me that on one 
occasion when Miss Hix had written him 
from New York, requesting financial as- 
sistance, Meyers had gone to her aid. at 
Doctor Snook's suggestion. 

SNOOK'S was a different personality. 
Cool, iron-nerved, he met the situa- 
tion without flinching, didn't contradict 
himself, refused to be bluffed and, ap- 
parently, told the truth whenever he spoke. 

Theories swirled in my head. If the 
girl had been murdered because of her 
hold over" one or both of these men, could 
both have been implicated in the crime? 
Was Meyers telling the truth? Doctor 
Snook's statement that he had gone to the 
country club to obtain shooting glasses, 
later was substantiated by a locker boy at 
the club. The time in question would 
not have left him much space in which 
to commit the murder. 

In any crime which seizes public in- 
terest, tips, valuable and worthless, appear 
at unexpected times from unusual places. 
This case, which came to be called the 
"Hix hammer case," was no exception. It 
is our duty to investigate each tip, re- 
gardless of how frail it may seem, and 
to determine whether the source is a per- 



(Continued from page 16) 

son seeking publicity or a person proffer- 
ing really helpful information. 

A taxicab driver, who lived on Price 
Avenue, told me that at about 7 o'clock 
Thursday night he was called to Tenth 
and Neil Avenues, a short distance from 
where the Doctor said he had bought a 
paper two hours later. Here, the driver 
said, he picked up a girl who answered 
Miss Hix's description. 

He drove her out to the vicinity of the 
rifle range. She told him that she was 
looking for "a man in a coupe." She 
seemed worried, according to the taxi 
man, and smoked several cigarettes 
which she "bummed" from him. Finally 
they returned to her starting place. At 
the morgue, the taxi driver positively 
identified the girl as his "fare." 

At first I hesitated to accept the taxi- 
cab driver's story as having any bearing 
on the case, questioning his identification 
of the dead girl. Later I put a great 
deal of faith in it. Still later I dis- 
credited it again. So do investigations run. 

With two prominent men under arrest, 
the investigation began in earnest. It may 
have been a hunch that made me incline 
to a belief in Meyers' innocence. Or, 
perhaps, it was merely that the deeper, 
more intriguing and more baffling nature 
of the Doctor interested me. 

"Bob," I said to McCall, "we've got to 
know Doctor Snook intelligently before 
we can hit him with intelligent questions. 
We've got to know the kind of a man he 
is, and, when the time arrives, make him 
see himself as others see him!" 

This was a large assignment, but my 
partner and I got to work on it. All of 
Saturday was devoted to talking to pro- 
fessors, doctors, caddies, country club 
employees, waiters, waitresses and sports- 
men. From information from each of 
them, we molded a rather accurate com- 
posite picture of the man — his likes, his 
dislikes, his eccentricities and his attitudes. 

In one restaurant which we visited, the 
proprietor told me that two of his waiters 
evaded, whenever possible, the task of serv- 
ing Doctor Snook. 

"He's too domineering," they had ob- 
jected. "He seems to be thinking: 7 am 
Doctor Snook! See that I get proper 
service!' " 

The latter was a correct view of the 
man. He had built about himself a 



shell of conceit, of ego, of selfishness that 
was standing him in good stead now. 

I went to Police Headquarters and, for 
two hours in the matron's office, talked to 
Doctor Snook to probe his depth. We 
talked about Theora and the type of girl 
she was. We talked about dogs and 
shooting. 

The Doctor dropped all reticence when 
we approached the topic of his beloved 
hobby. He stood up and pointed his finger 
at an imaginary target on the wall. Such 
was his self-possession, such his complete 
mastery over his own nerves, that for a full 
minute that finger remained utterly mo- 
tionless ! 

"I have done this for more than five 
minutes without the slightest quiver," he 
remarked. 

IT was then that I realized the diffi- 
culty which would be faced in breaking 
down this man of unflinching nerves if, 
assuming his guilt, such a procedure 
should be necessary. He had an ego that 
would be difficult to crack. 

"Doctor," I said, abruptly shifting the 
conversation, "wouldn't the way in which 
Theora was killed, wouldn't the fact that 
her jugular vein and carotid artery were 
severed, imply that her murderer was in 
possession of more than a layman's knowl- 
edge of anatomy?" 

"Not at all," he replied with a smile, 
intuitively sensing the drift of my ques- 
tion. "Place your hands to your throat, 
as in the act of throttling, and you'll 
quickly locate your jugular vein." 

That, had his answer entirely satisfied 
me, would have been Doctor Snook's point. 
Doubts as to his potential guilt flooded 
my mind at that moment. Was I wasting 
my time? Was it logical to believe that 
on a spot which he had visited twice that 
week, the former world's champion rapid- 
fire pistol shot would brutally and in a 
most primitive manner murder one of his 
own students and friends? My spirits 
sank. 

We talked on. Of his attitudes, his 
mode of living, his likes and dislikes, his 
beliefs in justice and a Supreme Being, 
I learned. All gave me an insight into 
the nature of the man, but added not one 
whit to the slender thread of circum- 
stantial evidence that linked him with an 
atrocious crime. . . . 
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That Saturday night we were to have 
a revelation of astounding importance. 
A short, rather stout woman, of apparently 
moderate means, came to the county jail. 

"I am Mrs. M. M. Smalley, of Xorth 
High Street," she said, giving the num- 
ber as 807J4. "I run a furnished apart- 
ment house at Twenty-Four Hubbard 
Avenue, in an adjoining building. A man 
rented a room from me several months 
ago. He looks like the pictures of Doc- 
tor Snook that have appeared in the 
papers. The woman he said was his wife 
resembles Miss Hix." 

At last, perhaps, we had something, an 
opening wedge, that might shatter the 
Doctor's professorial calm! A turnkey 
was dispatched to Doctor Snook's cell to 
bring him into the jail office. 

"Have him wear a hat," Mrs. Smalley 
requested. "I've never seen him without 
one !" 

A moment later Doctor Snook, accom- 
panied by the turnkey, walked into the of- 
fice. This might mark the finale of a great 
crime case ! Eagerly we awaited what 
seemed inevitable — a complete breakdown. 
Wearing a puzzled frown, Doctor Snook 
stepped forward. 

GOOD evening, Mr. Snook," the land- 
lady said. 

"Good evening, Mrs. Smalley," the pro- 
fessor answered — and smiled. 

Again that lack of emotion, lack of 
perturbation. 

"Did you ever see this woman before?" 
I asked the Doctor. 

"Yes," he replied simply. 

Later, from information voluntarily 
offered by both Mrs. Smalley and Doctor 
Snook, we pieced together the amazing 
story. 

On a Monday morning, February 11th, 
1929, Doctor Snook, whom Mrs. Smalley 
that night characterized as "an awfully 
nice man," obtained a single, meagerly 
furnished room facing Hubbard Avenue 
in the annex of her apartment house. 

"I shall come back Wednesday night 
and take it," he informed her. "It is for 
me and my wife. Both of us demonstrate 
salt, and will not be in the room much. 
We are from Newark." 

Mrs. Smalley was absent Wednesday 
night, and Doctor Snook and his "wife" 
obtained the room from Mr. Smalley. The 
Doctor signed the register, "Howard 
Snook and wife," using his middle name. 

Later Smalley said to his wife: "She 
[Miss Hix] seems a pleasant enough 
little woman, but she doesn't talk much !" 

We knew that to be characteristic of 
the girl. Apparently she confided in no 
one. As nearly as we could ascertain, 
she cared little for the company of men, 
was silent almost to the point of reticence, 
and had but one ideal, to obtain her doc- 
tor's degree. Such was the relentless im- 
pulse for this academic accomplishment 
that she stinted, depriving herself of new 
clothing, watching each penny, accepting 
the financial aid of Doctor Snook, and 
often meriting from him a rebuke for not 
dressing according to her means. 

The Doctor and his "wife," who had 
said that they wanted the room only for a 
few days, still occupied it on the day of 
the murder. They had changed rooms 
twice, but gradually were being looked 
upon as steady occupants. 

Only once did Mrs. Smalley meet Miss 
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Hix. That was on a day when the land- 
lady went to their apartment early to 
attend to her weekly task of cleaning the 
room. During the week, the Doctor had 
explained, his "wife" would care for it. 

COMING upon the girl alone in the 
room, she had said: "You're Mrs. 
Snook, aren't you?" 
"Yes," Miss Hix answered briefly. 
"This is the first time I've met you," 
Mrs. Smalley said, hoping to start a con- 
versation. 

"I guess so," retorted the girl a bit 
abruptly. 

On Friday, June 14th, the day after the 
murder, between 2 and 3 o'clock in the 
afternoon, Doctor Snook had come to the 
apartment and had said to Mrs. Smalley: 
"My wife will want the room until Sunday, 
but I must leave now." 

"Well, I surely hate to see you go, but 
you will know where to come if you get 
back to Columbus," said Mrs. Smalley. 

After paying the landlady, Doctor 
Snook left both his key and the one Miss 
Hix was accustomed to carry to the 
apartment, on the library table of the 
room both had occupied. This, a check 
on the time element disclosed, was at 
least two and one-half hours before the 
body of Miss Hix had been identified. 

We had first learned of a possible 
liaison between the Doctor and Miss Hix 
when a reporter for the Ohio State 
Journal told us that Miss Hix regularly, 
in the evening, visited a down-town res- 
taurant. Invariably she would seat herself 
at booth No. 2, and five minutes later a 
man resembling Doctor Snook would walk 
in and sit beside her. They would leave 
together. 

The restaurant, while entirely respect- 
able, formerly had been one of the fore- 
most saloons in the State, and at the time 
of the murder was a place where a pro- 
fessor or student at the university would 
be most unlikely to meet acquaintances. 

I talked to the Doctor after Mrs. Smalley 
had left. He readily admitted his rela- 
tions with Miss Hix, relations that ex- 
tended over a three-year period. He even 
volunteered more detailed information than 
I had requested. 

It was then, combining his freedom of 
speech about the girl with the fact that 
the keys had been turned in too soon at the 
apartment, that I had my first definite 
suspicion that Doctor Snook ivas the mur- 
derer. My experience with criminals has 
been that the most debased of them, when 
entangled with the law, will lie loyally 
and fantastically to shield the honor, or 
assumed honor, of "his woman." Yet here 
was a professor and supposedly a gentle- 
man, baring the secret life of a co-ed who 
had commanded respect, and an occasional 
deep friendship, on the university campus ! 

That attitude, combined with the fact 
that he was unable immediately to explain 
the coincidence of what later we were to 
find was the enormously important "thir- 
teenth key," upon second thought made me 
certain that we were on the right track. 

The following morning Chief of Detec- 
tives Shellenbarger, Robert McCall and 
myself took the Doctor to the rifle range, 
the scene of the crime. Blackened by ex- 
posure to the elements, a pool of blood 
still marked the place where the girl's 
body had been found. We walked up to 
it, but Doctor Snook didn't look down. 



As we reached the spot, I commanded : 

"Doctor, look down, here!" 

For a fraction of a second his facial 
muscles tightened. Knowing of his daily 
experiences with blood in operating upon 
dogs and horses, I wondered at this sign 
of emotion in a sphinxlike personality. 
But, on the other hand, its association with 
a person who at one time, at least, had 
been dear to him, might readily explain 
the slight display of emotion. Upon a 
second request he failed again to look 
down. 

WE next took the Doctor te the uni- 
versity campus, where he showed us 
the exact spot at which he had parked his 
car before the veterinary clinic on the 
night of the murder. 

After that we went to the Hubbard 
Avenue love-nest. Doctor Snook readily 
identified it. 
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I summed up the results of the investi- 
gation. The total was not encouraging. 
Doctor Snook still maintained the calm 
that he had exhibited upon his arrest. He 
still denied the murder. And, as nearly 
as we could determine, he had told the 
truth in everything. 

But had he told the whole truth? 

County officials and members of the 
police force had searched his coupe. In it 
they found little of startling importance, 
for the car had been cleaned the day after 
the murder. In the rear deck was a can 
of tetrachloride, and a blood-stained glove 
and cap. But the glove might have been 
used in an animal operation, and the stains 
on the cap might have come from the 
glove. 

For every point we had against the 
Doctor he had a thorough and logical 
explanation. 

On Sunday night I held a conference 
with the reporters from local papers and 
representatives of the United and Asso- 
ciated Press. 

I was interrupted by a telephone call 
that never has been, and probably never 
will be, traced. A voice informed me: 

"Friday morning Doctor Snook took a 
gray suit to the Brown Dye House, 
Eleven-Hundred North High Street. The 



suit is now at his home. If you get it, 
you will find on the lining, inside the 
sleeves, and on the trousers at the knees, 
traces of blood and bits of flesh 1" 

There was a clicking sound as the con- 
nection was broken. Unable to trace the 
call, I was able to verify the report after 
City Detectives Oscar C. Loos and Albert 
A. Knappenberger brought the suit to 
Police Headquarters. 

Here was valuable information! The 
cap and glove might have become blood- 
stained during an operation, but a man 
accustomed to cutting animals scarcely, in 
a quiet moment, would remove a coat from 
over his bloody hands, leaving stains! 

THE theory that I explained to reporters, 
who demurred at certain points, or sug- 
gested new angles, was this: Doctor 
Snook had met the girl Thursday night 
and had driven with her to the rifle range. 
Here, a quarrel ensued, probably over an- 
other woman. This would explain Theora 
Hix's drive with a cabman in search of 
a "man in a coupe." 

Heated words, scathing remarks . . . 
An infuriated man grabs a hammer 
from in back of the seat . . . The girl 
tries to get out of the car. She opens 
the car door. He slams it shut. It catches 
her hand, smashing open the flesh on her 
little finger and breaking the third joints 
of the little, fourth and index fingers of 
her right hand. Thus the peculiar wound 
on Miss Hix's hand is explained .... 

More angry talk, and possibly threats 
by the girl as she wraps a handkerchief 
about her wound. 

Then Doctor Snook beats the girl to 
death — and carefully cuts her throat with 
the knife. 

"But," remonstrated a reporter, "how 
can we know that the injury which you 
say preceded the murder, was inflicted on 
the girl's hand in Doctor Snook's auto- 
mobile ?" 

"Because," I answered, "although the 
car had been gone over thoroughly a score 
of times with negligible results — to-night, 
in company with Desk Sergeants Robert 
Cline and Robert Jones, McCall and myself 
found blood stains on the right door-jamb 
of Doctor Snook's coupe, exactly where 
blood would have dripped had Miss Hix's 
hand been injured as I have explained!" 

The blood stains on the car . . . the in- 
jury to the girl's hand ... the "thirteenth 
key" (which later we found had been car- 
ried at all times by Miss Hix so that she 
could get in the apartment when she chose) 

would these meager clues be sufficient 

to pin the murder guilt on Doctor Snook? 

I thought so. But — there were some sur- 
prises in store for me 1 

Will the iron-nerved Doctor Snook, 
nonchalant and smiling, overthrow De- 
tective Phillips' hopes by truthfully ex- 
plaining away every point agaiLst him? 
Or, will the prosecutors and detectives, 
by wielding these bits of damning evi- 
dence, as they believe he wielded the in- 
strument which battered the life from 
Theora Hix, smash down his reserve, his 
alibis, and prove him the brutal murderer 
of the pretty co-ed? One thrill follows 
fast upon another in the concluding in- 
stalment of this amazing case, right up to 
its smashing climax! Don't miss it, in 
February True Detective Mysteries, 
on all news stands January 15th! 
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NAME THIS 



"Onyx Girl" 

{Continued from page 21) 

the last I saw of him ! I waited from two 
o'clock until nearly nine, and then went in 
to see the janitor, but he said he wouldn't 
rouse anybody about a taxi bill. So I had 
to go back to the garage and report my- 
s-tlf out nineteen dollars!" 

As soon as Powell's story became 
known, every resource of the Police De- 
partment was thrown into the attempt to 
find the mysterious "man in the taxicab," 
and the two girls who had driven to-Ger- 
mantown with him. 

In the meantime, detectives located 
another witness who had an astonishing 
story to tell. 

The man was Edgar Bass, a clerk in a 
men's haberdashery store at 1730 Market 
Street, about eleven blocks from the 
apartment where Grace Roberts was 
murdered. 

About 10:15 o'clock on the Friday 
morning when she was last known to be 
alive, a peculiar customer entered the 
store where Bass worked. The clerk 
noticed that he was of distinguished ap- 
pearance and wore gold pince-nez 
glasses, but that the velvet collar of his 
loose-fitting overcoat was turned up 
tightly around his neck, showing neither 
collar nor tie ! 

HE was also wearing a slouch hat and 
tan gloves which lie did not remove 
"I'm in a hurry," he told Bass, his eyes 
roaming nervously about the store. "First 
give me a cheap suitcase!" Hardly look- 
ing at the selection to which Bass led 
him, he picked out one costing $12.50. 

"Now give me a shirt, size fifteen," he 
demanded. Without removing his gloves 
or turning down his collar, he looked 
over several shirts and selected one of 
madras, with blue and tan stripes. He 
also bought a nightgown, a suit of ath- 
letic underwear and a tie. 

Then lie called for a collar, size \Sy 2 . 
Stuffing all his purchases in the new bag, 
he laid down a twenty-dollar bill to cover 
them, and hurried out, turning east on 
Market Street. 

As soon as he was gone, Bass turned 
to his employer and remarked, "Gosh, 
that was a quick sale! That fellow sure 
was in a hurry !" 

"That fellow," Captain Tate was cer- 
tain, was none other than the murderer 
of Grace Roberts, who had fled from her 
apartment leaving his blood-stained 
shirt and collar behind ! 

The scene now shifted to the Adelphia 
Hotel, near Thirteenth and Chestnut 
Streets, five blocks east of the Market 
Street haberdashery store. 

It was 3 :58 o'clock on Friday after- 
noon, nearly five hours after the purchase 
of the wearing apparel, that a well- 
dressed man, wearing pince-nez glasses, 
approached the clerk, William Mitchell, 
and asked for the "best room in the 
house." 

"I want it for a little while, to brush 
up," he told Mitchell. 

He was assigned to Room 412, anc 
registered as "J. L. Moore, of Chicago." 
He went immediately to his room, a bell- 
hop following with his bag, which was 
brand-new. 
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from which the Shampoo is simply squeezed out. 
thus eliminating waste and trouble caused by 
the old-fashioned liquid soap in bottles. There 
is nothing to buy or sell — simply the person 
sending the most suitable name will receive 
Sl.000.00 cash prize, or if prompt SI, 100.00 in 
all. 

Any Name May Win 

No matter how simple you think your sugges- 
tion is you cannot aftord to neglect sending it at 
once. Any name may win. 

Win this $1000 cash prize by a few moments' 
thought. How can you earn this amount of 
money easier or more quickly ' Remember 
there is no obligation! The person submitting the win- 
ning name will have nothing else to do to win the $1000 
and the extra $100, if prompt. In choosing a name bear 
in mind this shampoo is marvelous for cleansing the 
hair and scalp. It is designed to bring out the beauty, 
lustre and natural gloss of the hair. Remember, too, how 
handy the new sanitary tube is for traveling, no bottle 
to teak or spill, no cake of soap to lie around and collect 
germs. The only thing necessary to win is to send the 
name we choose as the best and most suitable for this 
shampoo. Only one name will be accepted from each 
contestant. This unusual offer is only one of a number of 
offers embraced in our novel distribution plan of ultra 
toilet goods, whereby those taking part may win any 
one of a hundred other prizes, the highest of which is 
SHOOO.OO cash. By participating in our distribution 
plan the winner of the $1100 cash prize may win an 
additional $8000.00 making a total of $9100.00. Every- 
one sending a name, regardless of whether it wins or 
not. will Ik; given the same opportunity to win the 
$8000.00 or one of the other 100 cash prizes. Get busy 
with your suggestion at once— do not delayl 
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EXTRA for 
PROMPTNESS 



To get quick action we arc going to pay the 
winner an extra $100.00 for promptness, or 
SM^MMX) in all — so send your suggestion AT 

CONTEST RULES 

This contest is open to everyone except mem- 
bers of this firm, its employees and relatives. 
Each contestant may send only one name. Send- 
ing two or more names will cause all names sub- 
mitted by that person to be thrown out. 
Contest closes April 30, 1930. Duplicate prizes will be 
given in case of tics. 

To win the promptness prize of $100 extra, the winning 
name suggested must be mailed within three days after 
our announcement is read. 



PARIS AMERICAN PHARMACAL CO. 
S $10 McCune Bldg., Des Moines, Iowa. 

Enclosed with this coupon on separate sheet is my 
suggestion for a name. 

Date this announcement was read „ 

Date my suggestion is mailed . 

Name . 

Address . 

Note: Being prompt qualifies you for the extra 
$100.00 as outlined in this announcement. 
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Selling Sllknlt Guaranteed Hosiery 

Must wear and satisfy or replaced. New- 
est styles. Big sellers. Finest silk hosiery 
that can't be beat for beauty and quality. 
Big money daily, weekly, monthly. 1 
want agents who can sell and 

Make Sasoo a Tear 

Sell 3 to 6 pairs in one family, a regular endless 
chain business, (rood for 300 day* a year. Earn 
extra incotno on repeat ordent. Oar money back 
r— guarantee protects your customers. Our plan 
i i*i V . ■ ri v(<u fine r 
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gives you fine silk hos,; for your own use. 
Write tndsy for nslea plan, and earn hun- 
* i" dollars in doubli 



dreds of dollars in double-quick time. 

SILKN1T HOSIERY CO. 
Desk 674 Dayton, Ohio 



FORM DEVELOPED 

By Safe and Sensible Methods, 
based on Natural and Scientific 
Principles. Evolved after 26 years 
of successful experience. Nothing 
that is not safe and easy to do. 

FREE INFORMATION AND SAMPLE 

I will send a generous box of my 
Peerless Wonder Cream to con- 
vince you how easy and pleasant 
it is to use; also full information about my Complete 
Method for development of Arms, Legs, Neck, or any 
part of the body. Send no money. Write today. 
MADAME WILLIAMS, Suite 1 Buffalo, N. T. 




WE PAY FM/GMI 



The Lafayette: * room^bath 

Price $937. Others at $392 to $1558. 

Price Includes 

all highest quality lumber cut 
to fit, doors, windows, stairs, 
interior woodwork, lath, shin- 
gles, hardware, glass, paints, 
nails, etc., complete. Plans 
FREE. Materials fully guar- 
anteed. Monthly payments 
if desired. Freight paid east 
of Mississippi River and north 
of Mason Dixon line, also to 
Minnesota, Iowa, Missouri. 

Buy at Wholesale! 

Get all materials direct from mill. Many save $300 
to $1,000 on their homes! Mill-cut lumber saves 
you 40% labor, 30% on materials. Not portable. 
Sturdy, substantial, permanent homes. 34 years' 
square dealing behind Liberty guarantee. 
Amazing new plan — examine materials 5 
days on your own lot before you payl 

"I Saved $1,000" 

says Mrs. Combs. "Believe I saved $500 by 
buying Irom you,'* writes B. A. Anderson. Mr 
Davis saved "between $1,000 and $1,500" on his 
Liberty home. You can do as well. Get new Book 
of Homes with full details. Address. 

LIBERTY HOMES "*" s ■Mfr.Jr* «••* 





Free Handsome Big Book off Homes 

33 plans- — full color photographs — amazing values 
from $392 to $1558. Practical — Beautiful! Mail 
coupon Today. 



Liberty Homes, Lewis Mfg. Co., 
| Dept. S8-A, Bay City, Mich. 

I Please send me your 1930 book of 

I Liberty Homes, also complete details of 
your plan, *REE. 



| Name 

I Address.. 
City 
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That night "Moore" slept at the hotel, 
and for four nights succeeding, but little 
was seen of him. Annie Mealey, a maid, 
saw him walking noiselessly in and out, 
as though afraid of being overheard. 

He ordered no food in his room, and 
only one telephone call came for him. 
That was on Monday night, when he was 
not in, and the sender, a "Mr. Williams," 
left a message that "he could not see 
Mr. Moore to-night, but would call later." 
"Moore" himself made no calls from the 
hotel. 

On Wednesday, the maid saw that the 
bed had been slept on the previous night, 
although the covers were not pulled 
down. On the same day, "Moore" van- 
ished, leaving behind only a new suitcase, 
a nightgown, and his unpaid room bill ! 

On that same day, Wednesday, the de- 
tectives under Captain Tate reached the 
turning point of their investigation. 

The two Germantown girls who had 
been with the "man in the taxicab" an 
hour before he got out at the door of 
Grace Roberts' apartment, were located! 

The girls were the Misses Ethel and 
Mabel Kyle, of 424 West Bringhurst 
Street, both attractive and vivacious, and 
both teachers in the Philadelphia public 
schools. 

The man who had accompanied them 
was Bernard W. Lewis, scion of a 
wealthy Pittsburgh family, who, although 
the Kyle sisters did not know it, had a 
wife and child in that city. 

A warrant was immediately sworn out 
for Lewis' arrest on a charge of dodging 
a taxi bill, and it was announced he was 
sought for questioning in connection with 
the murder. 

Meanwhile, the two sisters who knew 
him told an amazing story to Captain 
Tate. 

They had met Lewis, they said, while 
he was demonstrating a magneto at the 
Philadelphia Auto Show in January, 
1916. The young salesman made a fa- 
vorable impression on both girls, while 
he, in turn, seemed to be affected by the 
quiet charms of Ethel Kyle. 

WHILE he was in the city at the auto 
show, Lewis showed Ethel what her 
friends described as "a wonderful time." 
He took her to dances, theaters, and din- 
ners almost every night. 

After he left Philadelphia, he contin- 
ued to correspond with her occasionally, 
but he did not see her again until the day 
before Grace Roberts was murdered. 

On that Thursday, Lewis telephoned the 
sisters from New York that he was com- 
ing to Philadelphia, and asked them to 
meet him. He arrived about 1 P. M. at 
Broad Street Station, and the three had 
luncheon in a Chestnut Street cafe. 

Later they went to the Bellevue-Strat- 
ford for tea, to a theater in the evening, 
and returned to the hotel for dinner. Af- 
ter dancing for a time, they went home in 
Powell's taxicab. 

The next day — Friday — Lewis tele- 
phoned in the afternoon and invited 
Ethel to dinner at the Ritz-Carlton. 
While they were sitting at a table, a sin- 
ister incident occurred. 

Nonchalantly, Lewis lifted his left 
hand and pointed to several deep 
scratches and marks, ugly and sinister- 
appearing, on three of the fingers! 



"I had an accident last night," he said. 
"The taxicab driver slammed the door on 
my hand when I started to close it!" 

On Saturday, both sisters dined with 
Lewis at the Ritz-Carlton, and later went 
to the Garrick Theater. The wounds on 
his hand seemed worse. 

"Such a looking hand !" he exclaimed, 
holding it up as they walked along 
Broad Street. 

Mabel took his hand and pointed to the 
second finger. "You are going to lose 
that nail I" she declared. 

On Sunday, Lewis was a guest at the 
Kyle girls' Germantown home, and spoke 
once more about his injured hand — this 
time to an older sister, May. 

"You'd think I work around automo- 
biles !" he said ruefully, pointing to the 
marks on his fingers. 

On that same Sunday night, Lewis 
went to church with the sisters, and sang 
from the same hymn-book with them. 

On Monday — New Year's Day, 1917 — 
he telephoned them and said that a cold 
he had developed the previous night was 
worse, and that his doctor had advised 
him not to go out. Later the same eve- 
ning, he called them and asked if they 
had paged him at the Adelphia Hotel. 
He said he had heard a "Mr. Lukens" 
called four times ! 

When they assured him they had not 
called him, he invited them all to attend 
a dinner party the following evening, 
saying he expected his dress clothes to 
arrive in his trunk the next day. He told 
them he was going to bed early that 
night, and hung up. 

ON Tuesday morning, he called Ethel 
on the phone and she asked him if 
the dress clothes had come. He said they 
had not, and asked her to meet him for 
tea. At 4 o'clock the young school- 
teacher met Lewis at Broad Street Sta- 
tion, and they went to a restaurant on 
Fifteenth Street, near-by. 

She left him there about 6, and took a 
trolley-car home. On the way she stopped 
at a news stand and bought a paper for 
the first time in several days. 

In it she read for the first time of the 
sensational murder of Grace Roberts, the 
"Onyx Girl." And as she read, an ex- 
pression of horror and surprise crept 
over her face ! 

There, in cold print, she saw the ac- 
count of herself, her sister and Bernard 
Lewis riding home from the Bellevue- 
Stratford on the Friday morning the 
beautiful model had been slain! 

It was the story which Elwood Powell, 
the taxicab driver, had told to detectives 
that same day ! 

She reached home trembling with fear 
and excitement. She had just finished 
telling her sister of her terrible discovery, 
when the telephone rang. 

"Hello ! This is Bernard," came a 
cheerful voice from the other end of the 
wire. 

"Did you see to-night's paper?" she 
asked him breathlessly. 

"Why, no," he answered. "But I'll get 
one and call you back about it !" 

A few minutes later he called again, 
and said jokingly, "I found what you 
mean. Don't worry about that; it's all 
in the family. Come to lunch with me to- 
morrow 1" 



Both Ethel and Mabel, thoroughly 
aroused by what they had read, refused 
his invitation. Instead, they turned the 
conversation back to the subject of the 
taxicab driver's story. 

"I think it's a rather peculiar coinci- 
dence," declared Ethel determinedly. 

"Oh, fiddlesticks ! Use your head, 
Ethel !" retorted Lewis gaily. "It's family 
secrets — I can't tell you about it over 
the phone !" 

That ended the conversation. The next 
day, Lewis telephoned, and Ethel asked 
him to meet her and talk things over, 
but he said he was too busy. 

IN the meantime, the Detective Bureau 
had located the Kyle girls through an in- 
tensive canvass of the homes in the East 
Falls section of Germantown, with Pow- 
ell's assistance. 

The next day, Thursday, Lewis' name 
was flashed in the morning newspaper 
head-lines and a warrant was issued for 
his arrest. He made two more calls to 
the Kyle home, but would not meet either 
of the sisters, evidently fearing a trap. 

When he first called, he seemed fright- 
ened by the new developments. May, who 
answered the phone, advised him to go to 
City Hall and straighten everything out 
with the detectives there. He told her he 
would get a lawyer, and hung up. 

A half-hour later he called again and 
told them that he had a lawyer, and that 
everything would be "all right soon." His 
voice, however, was shaking as he spoke. 

"Where did you go when you left us 
last Friday morning?" Ethel asked him, 
pointblank. 

"I'll tell you — I did wrong," he said 
pleadingly. "I was with a married wom- 
an, but I didn't want to give myself up 
and drag her name into this mess !" 

He appeared to have completely lost 
the pose of careless good-humor with 
which he had parried Ethel's earlier in- 
quiries, and sobbed hysterically into the 
telephone. 

"I'm going to take your advice and give 
up I" he cried. "I've got an alibi. I didn't 
even know that girl ! They can't prove 
anything on me ! . . . I'm sorry I dragged 
you into this," he added in a quieter tone. 
"Good-by !" 

But Lewis did not give himself up! 

When he talked to the Kyle sisters, he 
unintentionally revealed his plans when 
he told them he was calling them from 
the Pennsylvania Railroad ferry-house. 

A detective who was on guard at the 
Kyle house overheard the conversation, 
and notified Captain Tate. A few mo- 
ments later a squad of detectives rushed 
into the ferry-house — but their quarry 
had gone. 

Only two minutes before they got there, 
he had taken a ferry to Camden, where 
he boarded a fast train for Atlantic City ! 

THE only thing to do was to flash the 
alarm to the Atlantic City police, wait 
for the next train and follow him. 

Meanwhile, aboard the shore train, 
Lewis sat in the smoking-car in moody 
silence. A friend, who had not been read- 
ing the newspapers and did not know 
about the latest Philadelphia crime sen- 
sation, saw him and sat down for a chat. 

He was surprised to find the usual po- 
lite and affable Pittsburgher transformed 
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into a surly and half -hysterical man. 

They were talking about ordinary 
things, when suddenly Lewis burst out 
savagely : 

"I'm broke! Can you lend me some 
money ?" 

Then he relapsed into silence, paying 
no attention to his friend's inquiries con- 
cerning his hard luck. A moment later 
he started up wildly and half-shouted: 

"I've GOT TO HAVE MONEY, do 
you hear? I've done something that will 
disgrace my family 1 Oh, I can never wipe 
it out!" 

The other man, startled by his vehe- 
mence, left him and did not see him 
again during the trip. 

In Atlantic City, Lewis went directly 
to the States Villa, an exclusive residence 
hotel across the street from a cottage 
which he had once occupied with his 
father and other members of his family. 
The boardwalk, on that bleak winter's 
day, must have seemed lonely and gloomy 
to the fugitive, and the contrast with the 
sunny vacation days which lie recalled on 
the beach must have deepened his depres- 
sion, as he walked along swiftly toward 
the hotel. 

To the proprietor, Mrs. C. E. Ireland, 
he explained distractedly that he was 
short of money, and borrowed $10 from 
her. She knew his family, and trusted 
him for the loan. 

A FEW minutes later, Lewis entered a 
sporting goods store on Atlantic 
Avenue. 

"I want some fish-hooks," he declared, 
laughing nervously. 

His peculiar behavior, muttering and 
humming to himself, made the proprietor, 
S. T. Wollpert, curious. 

"What for?" he asked. 

"Oh, nothing," replied Lewis, tittering 
in an absent manner. "Let's look at 
some pistols 1" 

Wollpert showed him one of .32 cali- 
ber, and after inspecting it closely, Lewis 
pushed it away witli the remark; 

"That's too big a bullet!" 

Wollpert then showed him a .22-caliber 
rifle. Lewis shook his head, and worked 
the hammer up and down a number of 
times. 

"I don't think this will do," he an- 
nounced, doubtfully. 

"Come down in the cellar and try it 
out," suggested Wollpert, and the two 
went downstairs. Wollpert set up a bar- 
rel as a target and fired at it. 

The bullet passed through the barrel 
and flattened itself on the brick cellar 
wall. 

"I guess that suits me," declared Lewis, 
and they returned upstairs. He paid 
$2.33 for the gun and a box of cartridges, 
and started out the door. 

Throughout this grotesque scene, 
Lewis' actions had been odd. He would 
sing a few bars, shuffle around a bit, and 
then halt with a curious smile on his face. 
As he started to go, Wollpert called out : 

"What are you going to do with that 
gun?" 

"Oh, I guess I'll shoot stingarees !" was 
the answer, as the purchaser hurried out. 

Less than an hour later, Farley and 
Hodge, two men of Captain Tate's squad, 
arrived at the door of the States Villa, 
to which they had traced Lewis with the 
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IF you want plenty of money to pay all 
your grocery bills — and S8 to $10 in a day 
besides — -just send me your name and I'll 
show you a new, easy way to (jet it. Van Alien reports \; 
prohts of $100 a week. Gustav Karnnth, $20.35 the 
first 5 hours. Mrs. Hod«es. $1« to $20 a day. And 
right now I am offcrinc you the same opportunity 
I gave these people and hundreds of others. 

Big Profits for Easy Work 

I am President of a million dollar company. I dis- 
tribute high-quality Groceries and other Household 
Necessities direct from factory to user through Au- 
thorized Local Representatives. Last year these Rep- 
resentatives made nearly two million dollars! Now I 
invite vou to share in these profits. I'll give you ao 
exclusive territory. I'll help you make big money from 
the very start. 

No Capital or Experience Needed 

All you do is call on your friends and my established 

customers in your 
locality and take 
care of their or- 
ders. 





It's easy. Keep your present job and start in spare 
tune if you want to. Stuart made $1S in 2 H hours 
spare tune. 

SEND NO MONEY 

Just send me your name — nothing else. Grasp this 
wonderful money-making opportunity right now. You 
have everything to twin. Upon receipt of coupon I'll rush 
full details of my amazing new plan that offers plenty of 
money to pay all your grocery bills and $8 to $10 in a 
day besides. Mail coupon today — SURE. 
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GIVEN TUDOR SEDAN 



NOT a contest. 
I offer a brand 
new car free to 
producers as an 
extra reward or 
bonus — in addi- 
tion to their 
large cash 
profits. Mail 
coupon for 
particulars. 




> ALBERT MILLS, Pres., American Products Co. 
| 5416 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
I Tell mc, without cost or obligation, about your 
f wonderful new proposition that offers money to 
pay all my grocery bills and a chance to make $8 
to $10 in a day besides. 

Name 



Address. 



A. P. Co. (Print or Write Plainly) 



Kill The Hair Root 



My method is the best way to prevent the superfluous 
hair from growing again. Home treatment saves you 

monry. Wlttt tor booklet enc-lniinc 3 red -t:<mp». We tench benuty culture. 
D.J. Mahler, 70-A Mahler Park Providence, R. I. 




Our combination method rroommcmie<i (or fill- 
in* out let*, arms, undeveloped part* or general 
mprovcinont of figure. No pills or medicine*. 
30 Day Trial 
ixpenaive, hnrmlcM. pleasant Full particular* fend 
* 'lalod) free. Write for special offer TOUAi. 



LA BEAUTE STUDIOS, 



BALTIMORE. MP. 



Be A Real Detective! 

EARN BIG MONEY! Travel! Experience unneces- 
sary. U. S. Secret Service detective trains you. FREE 
particulars. Write: American Police Detective Service 
(Dept. RJ) 2025 Broadway, New York. 




Fortune Tellers* 
Globes for 



CRYSTAL 
GAZING 

Genuine solid crystal balla aa uaed by profee* 
nional n en for answering tbalr clients' questions; 
BcnuUful. cryatsl-elear. flawless. With axtirtio 
tuctal it find. 

SPECIAL OFFER: Re«utu *5 outfit in* 
eluding Si inntr urt ion book "The Unseen World" 
for only 92.96 and poataga. Pay your postage 
on delivery or send money order sad save t£« 
pontage. 

MAGNUS WORKS 
Boi 12. Vatick Sla.. Nt« York, Dept. TRG-1 
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Can You Count the Beans? 



GREAT OPPORTUNITY 

Here you are, folks. A regular old- 
fashioned "Count the Beans" Contest. A 
real opportunity for. young and old. Looks 
easy, doesn't it? But say— just try it your- 
self. It takes real cleverness to count the 
beans correctly. 

Can you do It? Can you count all the t 

In the bean pot pictured here? Start right now. 
Be careful — be accurate — be sure you count cor- 
rectly. Here's the chance of a lifetime to win ~ 
fortune In prizes. RUSH YOUR ANSWER IN. 

There will be twenty-five prizes In all. 
the event of tlea, duplicate prizes wllj 
awarded. 

25 CASH PRIZES 

QUICK! Count the beans — jurt write the nunv 
ovt on a postcard or letter, sign your name and ad' 
dreM and mail it in. That's all. If your enewer ii 
Correct vou will bo entered and receive further details of 
now to win thn big first prise. 

B. M. SLATER 

55 E. 4th St., Dept. 42, ST. PAUL, MINN. 
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aid of Atlantic City detectives and police. 

"We wish to speak to Mr. Lewis — a 
business matter," declared Farley to a 
maid who came to the door. 

"Mr. Lewis has just finished dinner 
and gone to his room on the third floor," 
she answered, as she led the way up- 
stairs. Farley rapped on the bedroom 
door. 

"I have a message for you, Mr. Lewis !" 
he called. 

There was a moment's silence. Then 
Lewis called out, "All right — just a 
minute I" 

A door slammed — the door leading 
from Lewis' room to the bathroom ad- 
joining. 

The two detectives ran to another room 
leading to the bathroom and crashed in 
the door. 

Bursting into the room, they stopped, 
rooted to the spot by the spectacle that 
met them. 

In the bathtub, fully clothed except for 
his coat, sat Bernard Lewis, one finger 
still clutching the trigger of the small 
rifle at his side. Blood trickled from a 
wound in his temple. A silencer on the 
gun had muffled the sound of the shot 
which he must have fired a second before. 

As the detectives reached his side, he 
muttered unintelligibly, sighed, and 
slumped over — dead! 

The two detectives immediately noti- 
fied Captain Tate in Philadelphia, and he 
sent three more members of his squad to 
the shore with Powell. 

On their arrival, the cab driver identi- 
fied Lewis without any hesitation as the 
man he had dropped at the Wilton Apart- 
ments just one week before. 

The detectives also found that the shirt 
which he was wearing when he shot him- 
self was the one bought from Bass on 
Market Street, and that the key to Room 
412, in the Adelphia Hotel, was in his 
pocket. 

The circle was complete t 

CAPTAIN TATE immediately an- 
nounced that he was satisfied that 
Lewis was the murderer of Grace Rob- 
erts, basing his assertion on the evidence 
already obtained, and on the wounds 
which were still apparent on Lewis' fin- 
gers. These wounds, he declared, had un- 
doubtedly been inflicted by the teeth of the 
pretty model as she struggled for her life. 

But everyone was not satisfied with his 
deductions. Coroner William R. Knight, 
in particular, demanded a further and 
more thorough investigation, and this 
was undertaken. 

Early in February, nearly a month af- 
ter the suicide of Lewis, a conference of 
officials was held in the office of District 
Attorney Samuel P. Rotan, at which a 
mass of new evidence uncovered by 
Tate's men was revealed. 

Farley and Hodge, the two detectives 
who had found Lewis a suicide in the 
hotel bathroom, told of the results o-f a 
trip to New York to trace the bloody 
shirt found in Grace Roberts' apartment. 
The shirt, they announced, had been pur- 
chased by Lewis from a shopkeeper on 
West 104th Street, New York, on the 
same day that he came to Philadelphia to 
meet the Kyle sisters. The detectives had 
taken a picture of Lewis with them, and 
they said that not only the owner of the 



store, but two clerks, recognized him as 
the man who bought the blue-striped shirt 
hidden in the model's bureau. 

In addition to the shirt, a pair of socks 
which Lewis was wearing at the time that 
he shot himself was recognized by the 
New York shopkeeper as the pair he sold 
at the same time as the shirt. 

This identification of two articles of 
clothing, one left at the murder scene 
and one worn by Lewis when he killed 
himself in Atlantic City, formed the 
strongest kind of connecting link be- 
tween him and the crime. 

ON the basis of the work of Farley and 
Hodge, District Attorney Rotan an- 
nounced that he was satisfied that Lewis 
killed the model, and commended the 
police for their work. 

The collar which was found bundled up 
with the blood-stained shirt in Grace 
Roberts' apartment was also the subject 
of some clever sleuthing. It came, the de- 
tectives announced, from a small haber- 
dashery store near the cafe where Lewis 
and the Kyle girls went to dance after 
his arrival from New York. 

The collar itself could not be identified 
by the store proprietor. The sisters, how- 
ever, revealed that Lewis had been per- 
spiring freely during the dancing, and 
had to step out to buy a collar because 
the one he was wearing wilted. 

The discarded collar at the murder 
scene was also much wilted. One of the 
detectives, placing it around his neck as 
he was talking to Ethel Kyle, was not 
exactly pleasurably thrilled to hear her 
exclaim : 

"Why, that looks just the way Mr. 
Leivis did after he zvas dancing!" 

One of the most disputed bits of evi- 
dence which connected Lewis with the 
murder was the scars, or wounds, on the 
first and second fingers of his left hand. 

These lacerations, which were still 
noticeable at the time Lewis shot him- 
self, must have been received some 
time between midnight on Thursday and 
the afternoon of Friday, according to the 
stories of Ethel and Mabel Kyle. 

His laughing explanation that he had 
caught his fingers in a taxicab door was 
scoffed at by Captain Tate, who declared 
unqualifiedly that the wounds had been 
inflicted by Grace Roberts, struggling to 
defend her life ! This opinion was 
strengthened by the decision of the At- 
lantic City coroner, who reported that 
the marks had apparently been caused by 
human teeth. 

Coroner Knight, however, disagreed, 
declaring that had the marks been bites, 
they would have swollen and probably be- 
come infected. So heated became the 
controversy over the marks that Coroner 
Knight sent his physician, Doctor Wil- 
liam Wadsworth, and a detective, Frank 
Paul, to Pittsburgh to exhume Lewis' 
body secretly a week after he was buried ! 

No report of the examination was ever 
made public, but through unofficial chan- 
nels it was said that Doctor Wadsworth 
decided the marks had not been caused 
by teeth. 

Besides the testimony of the detectives 
at the official conference on February 
2nd, the assembled officials listened to a 
dramatic recital of incriminating evi- 
dence which had been gathered by Doc- 



tor John Marshall, of the University of 
Pennsylvania, who had been engaged as 
a special expert by the Detective Bureau. 

In an extremely painstaking and inter- 
esting argument, Doctor Marshall dis- 
cussed the position of the wounds on 
Lewis' fingers, the spots of blood on the 
towels in the bathroom of Grace Roberts' 
apartment, and the similar spots on the 
handkerchief which Lewis carried at the 
time of his death. 

The conference witnessed a dramatic 
spectacle as the bearded scientist, intent 
only on presenting the results of careful 
and searching experiment, spread before 
them the gruesomely blood-dappled towels 
and bed linen from the model's apart- 
ment, and parts of the clothing which 
Lewis was wearing when he shot himself. 
Carefully measuring the distances be- 
tween the spots, he showed that the marks 
on the towel corresponded closely to 
those on the handkerchief on which 
Lewis later, supposedly, wiped his 
wounded fingers. 

Doctor Marshall next picked up the 
right shoe and sock which Lewis was 
wearing when he died, and showed a 
dark stain that resembled blood on the 
inside of the shoe. A corresponding 
mark was found in the same position on 
the sole of the sock. 

This mark, the scientist contended 
might have been made in the following 
way: 

In those first few terrible moments after 
he had choked the life out of the beauti- 
ful girl, Lewis, half-crazed by the real- 
ization of his act, had reached up for the 
gas tube, either to indicate suicide or to 
end his own life. 

As he stepped up on the bed in his 
stocking feet, averting his eyes from the 
huddled form which lay there under a 
sheet, he splashed into a pool of blood 
which had already collected! 

Panic-stricken, he leaped to the floor, 
after stepping in several places on the 
sheet where round spots of blood were 
found. The blood-soaked sock left the 
mark which was later found in the shoe. 

In spite of the overwhelming mass of 
evidence against Lewis, his friends and 
family, aided by the official doubt ex- 
pressed by Coroner Knight, continued to 
maintain that he was innocent. 

They pointed to the short space of ap- 
proximately fifteen minutes which 
elapsed between the time of the telephone 
talk between Grace Roberts and Magis- 
trate Imber, about 10 A. M., and the time 
when Lewis appeared at the Market 
Street store, eleven blocks away, about 
10:15 A. M. 

They also pointed out that there was no 
actual eye-witness to prove that Lewis had 
entered the Wilton Apartments, rather 
than continuing to walk east to Broad 
Street, after he left Powell's taxicab. 

And they added that there was no proof 
that Lewis ever knew the dead model, or 
had any reason to kill her. It was lack 
of these proofs, it is thought, that led 
Coroner Knight to instruct his jury to 
report a verdict of "Death from the hands 
of persons unknown" when he held an 
inquest the following March. 

THE story which was pieced together 
from his family's accounts of Lewis' 
life forms a pitiful narrative. 
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Bernard Lewis was a member of a 
wealthy and prominent family, and born 
in surroundings which should have given 
him every incentive and opportunity to 
lead a useful life. 

He was handsome and dignified in ap- 
pearance, but apparently lacked the char- 
acter to carry out the impression he 
made. 

He failed to graduate with his class at 
Yale, that of 1901, dropping out after two 
years. He returned to Pittsburgh and 
married Laura Fawell, daughter of a 
family of social standing equal to that of 
his own. They had one daughter, Betty. 

He had been separated from his wife 
for some time when he shot himself, yet 
she was the first to defend him against 
the accusation of murder which the Phil- 
adelphia police placed against him. 

Some quirk of mind seemed to make it 
impossible for Lewis to enjoy the respect- 
able and comfortable home life which 
could easily have been his. 

In 1914, he became associated with a 
brokerage firm in New York, and soon 
was made a partner. In 1915. the firm 
was dissolved and reorganized, Lewis 
being dropped. The senior partner made 
no explanation, except to say, "We didn't 
like him." 

In the spring of 1915 he became in- 
volved in a theatrical venture in Pitts- 
burgh. The company failed, and a man 
who had invested a large amount of 
money sued Lewis, who left for New 
York. He was arrested on a warrant 
there and brought to Pittsburgh, but the 
case was settled out of court. It is be- 
lieved that Lewis' father paid a large 
sum to the dissatisfied investor. 

EARLY in 1916, Lewis went into the 
bond business for himself, after ven- 
tures as a representative of automobile and 
coal companies. On July 3rd, he was ar- 
rested on complaint of a woman who 
charged he had withheld a $1,000 bond 
which she had given him to finance a 
cigarette business. This case was also 
settled out of court. 

When Lewis came to Philadelphia, the 
day before Grace Roberts was murdered, 
he was traveling for a Pittsburgh coal 
company. He had been away from home 
nearly four weeks. His family did not 
even know where he was until word came 
that he was dead by his own hand! 

The tragic event had been forecast 
nearly a month earlier, by Lewis himself, 
in two gloomy letters which he wrote 
from New York, threatening to end his 
life. One of them was to his wife and 
one to Robert J. Dodds, his lawyer and 
personal friend. 

The letters were made public by his 
family to show that he had contemplated 
suicide long before the murder of Grace 
Roberts took place! Here is the first, ad- 
dressed to his wife, and dated Decem- 
ber 11th: 

Dear Laura : 

I have come to the place where there 
is no way out but one, and before I go 
I must tell you as my last words — that 
you are the one woman I have really 
loved. I have wrecked our lives and I 
suppose the payment will be pretty 
severe for me — my head is all befogged 
from our trouble. 



WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE? 

See If You Can 
Find the Mistakes 
in This Picture 

"We wtll spend over $167,000.00 this 
year for the purpose of conducting free 
prize offers to advertise and expand our 
business. Thousands of persons are 
going to receive valuable prizes or cash 
awards and compensations this year 
through our offers. The sky Is the limit! 
Anyone living In the United States out- 
side of Chicago, except employees of 
this company, members of their fam- 
ilies, or our previous auto or first prize 
winners, or members of their families, 
may enter an answer to this puzzle. 

$7,346 in Prizes Given in This One Offer 

Seven Big New 6-Cylinder Sedans and Other Valuable Prizes 

Try your skill — It coats you nothing. Study the picture shown above, but look care- 
fully. The artist has purposely made many mistakes. Can you find four or more of them? 
These mistakes can b. found In various objects In the picture — that's all the hint we 
can give you. If you think you can find four or more mistakes, answer at once. Just 
mark the mistakes in pencil on the picture, or tell me what they are in a letter or on a 
post card. Only four mistakes are required for a perfect answer. 

Anyone Who Answers This Puzzle Correctly 
May Receive Prizes or Cash! 

Man, woman, boy. or girl — it doesn't matter who or what you are. Seven of the people 
who take up this offer are going to win wonderful automobiles. You can be among 
them. Answer today! 

Additional $500.00 for Promptness 

$500.00 extra will be awarded in addition to first prize if you are prompt, tf your 
answer Is judged to be perfect, I will tell you without delay about winning the prlzea 
Hurry now! Address your answer to G. W. ALDKKTON, Advertising Manager, Dept. 69, 
310 North Dearborn St., Chicago, III. 




WRIST WATCH 



LADIES' $12 WATCH 

WONDERFUL VALUE 

Dainty; Fanhionsblr; beautifully en. 
waved; White gold finuh: Crtulfi* 
Swiaa jeweled nw'-ement: accurate; 
guaranteed. 

Extra Watch GIVEN if you order two. 

"1VEN i 

»,-.(,. [■..■.. 

Wtnehoie Co.. LW 10, Woodbine, Pa. 



You can be quickly cured, if you 

'STAMMER 



h 

m Send 10 cents fnr 288-pace book on Stammerine and 
m Stuttering. "Its Cause and Cure." It tells how I 
!■ cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. Boaue, 
■ 130 SO Bog oe Bldp., I 147 N. Illinois St., Indianapolis. 




^BOOKtttf 

Explains many mystifying tricks with coins, 
cards, handkerchiefs, etc., you can do. Also 
contains complete catalog of Magic Tricks, 
Jokes, Puzzles, Escapes, Curios, and Imported 
Novelties from many Foreign lands. Large 
assortment, lowest prices. You will amaze 
and mystify your friends! Send 10c today. 

LYLE DOUGLAS, Station A-2, Dallas, Texas 



Who Wants a Sedan FREE? 

STUDEBAKER— BUICK— NASH! TAKE YOUR CHOICE! 



or $2000.00 Cash 

Thousands of dollars in new autos and grand prizes 
wilt positively be given free to advertise and make 
new friends for my firm. Choice of Studebaker or 

Buick or Nash new 4-door sedan delivered free, or $2000.00 
cash. Also Oldsmobile, Pontlae, Chevrolet, Fords, dia- 
monds, other fine prizes and cash will be given free. No 
problems to do. No fine writing: required. No words to 
make. No figures to add. Bank guarantees all prizes. 

PICK YOUR LUCKY STAR! 

All the stars in the circle are exactly alike except one. 
That star is different to all the others and It may be a 
lucky star for you. Can you pick it out? If you can, 
mark the different star and send the circle to me at once 1 
along with your name and address. A prompt answer can 1 
start you on the way to win the great $2000.00 free prize. 

BE PROMPT-WIN $650.00 EXTRA 

Someone like you who will write me at once can get 
$650.00 cash extra with first prize, for being prompt, 
so you may thank your lucky stars if you send your 
answer right off. No risk. Nothing to buy. Over 
$7000.00 in valuable prizes will be given free of cost. Send 
today and I will show you just how you can get your free 
choice of these splendid new sedans or $2000.00 cash 
without cost or obligation of any kind. All win offer! 
A reward for everybody. SEND NO MONEY. 
Answer AT ONCE. 

GEO. WILSON, DEPT. 14 AUGUSTA, MAINE 
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Peel Off The 




Get Rid of Freckles, Coarseness, 
Skin Blemishes and Signs of Old 
Age This New Way! 



READ FREE OFFER BELOW 

LOOK in your mirror in just a few days 
after you do as instructed, and behold 
the clear, new, youth-like skin and beauty 
complexion, instead of seeing those awful 
"things" in your skin called large pores, 
freckles, signs of aging and other ugly blem- 
ishes that hide the true beauty you possess, 
but do not know it. 

A new discovery now actually peels them 
off harmlessly, and they're gone for good, 
not covered up as with paint and powder. 
It's the most amazing, yet simple way of get- 
ting rid of skin blemishes and making yourself 
more beautiful and youthful-looking you ever 
read of. And it's all explained in a new treatise 
called "BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 
DAYS" which now is being mailed to readers 
of this magazine ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
Send no monev, just name and address and 
you will receive it by return mail, in plain 
wrapper. If pleased, simply tell your friends 
who mav also wish a clear, new, spotless skin 
and youth-like complexion. Address, Marvo 
Beauty Laboratories. Dept. 332-X, No. 1700 
Broadway, New York, N. Y. Don't delay; 
write now! 




LENARD McCUIRB, R. R. No. 8, Mi. Vernon, Illinois 

McLain Sanitarium (established 1898) is a private insti- 
tution devoted to the treatment of crippled, deformed 
and paralyzed conditions generally. No surgical operation 
requiring chloroform or general anaes- 

ithetics. Plaster Paris not used. Patients 
received without delay. Parents retain 
full charge of children if desired. 
Write For Free Books 
"Deformities and Paralysis," and "Refer- 
ences," which show and tell of McLain 
Sanitarium's facilities for treating Club 
Feet, Infantile Paralysis, Spinal Diseases 
and Deformities, Hip and Knee Disease, 
Wry Neck, etc. Also illustrated maga- 
zine, "Sanitarium News," mailed free 
every 60 days. 
McLAIN ORTHOPEDIC 
SANITARIUM 
837 Aubert Av., St.Louii, Mijiouri, U.S.A. 
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I am trying to make this letter in- 
telligent to you. When I left for 
Chicago it zvas to get us on our feet 
again, but I failed miserably and but 
for my anxiety to have us in our old 
position again I wouldn't have tried it. 
I can't explain ivhat I attempted, but 
I failed and there is no help for me 
noiv. You will get our insurance and 
for what we once were to each other 
please take care of daddy and mama 
for the few days they have to live and 
tell little Betty that her father is sick- 
God knoivs I am. 

You. have been a wonderful wife, 
Laura, and I have wrecked your whole 
existence, but pray for me and hold 
my memory now as it used to be for 
you. Kiss Betty and daddy and mama 
for me. May you get the blessings 
you deserve. This is goodby, Laura, to 
you, the truest and best woman Cod 
ever allozvcd to live. 

Bernard. 

And here is the second, addressed to 
Dodds, and dated six days later, on De- 
cember 17th: 

Dear Bob: 

I have taken enough of the damn 
stuff to finish off ten men, and as that 
won't do I am going to make sure to- 
night with a bullet. You have been a 
good friend, but I can't stand the strain 



to have as much corroboration of Fotte's 
presence at the scene of the crime as 
possible. 

"Tell me in confidence," I said to him, 
"why you failed to identify Fotte this 
morning in the Squire's office? We won't 
use your statement until the trial, but 
you had better tell the truth. If you 
lie, and we manage to pin that lie on 
you, we will hold you as an accessory 
and put you in jail!" 

Kituski pondered the situation for a 
while, nervously shifting from one foot 
to another. Beads of perspiration broke 
upon his forehead, and the blood receded 
from his ruddy cheeks. He was a re- 
spectable, thoroughly honest citizen whom 
accident had thrown into a tight corner, 
and I sympathized with his indecision 
while patiently waiting for his answer. 

IT'S this way," he said at last. "I am 
afraid of Mr. Fotte. When he first 
came to Mahanoy Plane and open up his 
business, fixed his place up, me and John 
Showdra say to Mr. Fotte, 'You came 
into the wrong town to open any business 
like that !' So Mr. Fotte say to me and 
Showdra, he said, 'Well, you know lots 
of room in Frackville Cemetery !' And 
he said, 'You know, I put one fellow out 
of the road in Ringtown and one in Lake- 
side, and in Mahanoy Plane it will be the 
same thing !' He said, 'I have fellows to 
clean those fellows out of the road!' And 
he said, 'I will clean them in Girardville, 
those fellows, if they raise any trouble!' 
And he said, 'We clean the two of them 
in Girardville if they start to raise any 
trouble!' So I am afraid. . . ." 
I had with me a stenographer who was 



and seeing Laura and Betty in want. 

Please help Laura with the insur- 
ance money. She is a wonderful 
woman and doesn't deserve this trouble, 
but I am paying tonight the best I 
can. I'll not suffer for this in the here- 
after, because I'm not myself ; just the 
wreck of zt'hat zvas once Bernard 
Lewis. I can't write to father and 
mother. I've tried. 

You kiss them both for me and say 
I love them dearly, but it's better ended 
now than go on to God knows what. 
My head is on fire and the relief for- 
ever will be welcome. Tell Laura my 
last ivord is that I love her and Betty, 
but it's better that I go this way than 
risk a living death for all of us. My 
heart is full of love for you, too, Bob. 

Bernard. 

WITH these pathetic exhibits, the story 
of one of the most amazing murder 
cases in the history of Philadelphia is 
brought to a close. Without them, the 
story would be incomplete. 

No actual verdict of guilt or innocence 
was ever rendered, because of the suicide 
of the principal suspect as he was about 
to be arrested. 

But on the police books of the city, the 
murder of Philadelphia's most beautiful 
model is officially marked "Solved," and 
the man who is named there as the mur- 
derer is Bernard Lewis. 



taking down this conversation, so I asked 
Kituski to repeat the true story of his 
experience on the night of the fire. 

"I don't want to lie," — his voice shook — 
"and I am glad to tell the truth. But if 
anything happens to me, what will my 
wife and five children do?" 

I assured him that lie would be properly 
protected. 

"Well," he stated, "on night of the fire, 
that is, the morning, between half-past 
one and two o'clock, June fifteenth, I saw 
a car drive up to the Tilly Billy. It was 
a dark-looking car ; I don't know what 
kind, and I didn't pay any attention to 
it. But two men got out, and there was 
one or two in the car. They went into 
the alley. There was no fire going or. 
then. Fotte was one of the men in the 
car. I don't know where they went to. 
because I didn't follow them. I was 
standing across the street." 

That was about all I got from this wit- 
ness. I went to our attorney's office and 
we had a long conference, the result of 
which was that Burke and I called to- 
gether at the office of the District Attor- 
ney. Before him, we placed what we had 
gathered since I had taken up the case. 

"Fotte owns so much property here- 
abouts," the District Attorney said, "that 
I don't believe he'll skip out. With 
Romalo, it's a different matter altogether. 
We have squashed Romalo's alibi, and 
now have Kituski's word that Fotte was 
at the scene of the fire, or near enough 
to it before it happened to allow him to 
get there in time to take part in the 
crime . . . All right, we'll pick the two 
of them up as soon as you can locate 
them !" 



The Murder Plot at the Dew Drop Inn 

(Continued from page 28) 



S u b Foot 



How Harry McGuire's deformity 
was corrected at McLain Sanitar- 
ium is shown by photos and 
father's letter: 

Our boy was born with a Club Foot. Plas- 
ter Paris was used an J the foot operated on 
without satisfactory results. Finally we took 
him to your Institution, His foot is now 
straight and he walks, runs and plays as 
though he never had a crippled foot. We 
will gladly answer letters. 
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A ruse to pick Fotte up with the least 
chance of resistance was soon concocted. 

Among his other enterprises, Fotte 
owned a garage. He dealt in used cars. 
It was suspected that his place in Shen- 
andoah was a "graveyard" (salesroom 
for stolen cats), but Fotte certainly didn't 
sell his machines at graveyard prices. He 
always drove a mighty stiff bargain. 

One of the men at the State troopers' 
headquarters in City Hall informed me 
that in Fotte's garage was an expensive 
Packard car which he had been trying 
unsuccessfully for some time to sell. 

I happened to know an Italian who 
once had been a follower of Fotte's, and 
who wanted for a long time to go straight 
but had been prevented by the chief 
gangster, who had threatened to harm his 
family if he dared break away. Not the 
most worthy citizen in the two protest- 
ing counties, I was convinced, would be 
happier to see the vile vice czar behind 
the bars than would this crook who wanted 
to reform but didn't dare to. 

■VTOT risking a telephone message, I 
■1-1 contrived through roundabout chan- 
nels to explain my scheme : he was to call 
up Tony Spallonc and tell him that he 
had a buyer for the Packard, and that 
his possible purchaser was going to call 
at Fotte's garage the following day at 
1 :30 to view the car. 

Through the same tortuous mediums, 
the response came back that Fotte him- 
self would be there. At the same time, 
I received an additional and very welcome 
bit of news : Romalo was in hiding in an 
attic in the Fotte hotel which was located 
over the garage! 

The ruse worked. 

At 1 :30 the following day, the Fotte 
establishment was surrounded by men 
from the District Attorney's office. They 
closed in and swooped down on the place 
just as Fotte, in the back part of his 
salesroom, was starting his spellbinding 
sales talk to an out-of-town friend of 
mine who was posing as the prospective 
buyer ! 

Fotte never batted an eyelash as he re- 
alized the trap into which he had walked. 

"Why," he asked me, as he carelessly 
flicked a . cigar ash on the floor, "didn't 
you tell me you wanted to see me? You 
needn't have brought the whole United 
States army with you! I have nothing 
to fear." 

That time Fotte, Tony Spallone and 
Romalo were held on $12,000 bail. Bonds 
were put up for Fotte and Romalo, and 
they were released. 

It was shortly after this that my home 
was dynamited, leaving nothing but fire- 
blackened zvalls. 

To all appearances, Frank Fotte was as 
arrogant as ever. But to an observant 
eye, he was becoming desperately worried. 
I cannot imagine that his feelings were 
hurt by the changed attitude of people 
toward him ; he was too thick-skinned for 
that. What he was thinking of was, hit 
jurors. 

He still rode in an expensive car, driven 
by a liveried chauffeur ; wore finely tail- 
ored clothes, and sported diamonds. But 
many of those who had fawned at his 
mere nod now stared blankly at, or past, 
him when they met. At last their eyes 
had been opened, and they saw him as he 
was — a moral wolf. 
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w" MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES "'*/ 



Sell guaranteed Tailor - made 

clothes. Lowest prices. Big profits. Your 
suit Free. Write for Free samples. Jay 
Rose Co.. Desk 6, 404 S. Wells, Chicago 



A Paying Position Open to Repr. of 

character. Take orders Shoes-Hosiery 
direct to wearer. Good Income. Perma- 
nent. Book "Getting Ahead" Free. Tan- 
ners .Shoe Mfg. Co. a 141 C St. Boston. 

Old Money Wanted— We Will Pay 
$50.00 for 1913 Liberty head nickel 
(Not Buffalo) . $100.00 for clime 1894 S 
Mint. Big cash premiums paid for 
thousands old coins and stamps. Get 
Posted. Send 4c for large coin folder. 
It may mean large proms to you. N'u- 
mlsmaticC o. ,I)pt.60. Ft.Wo rt h.Tex. 
Make Big Money with our All-wool 
Tailored -to- measure Suits, $23.50- 
$29.50. Commissions $4-$5. Outfit 
free) General Tailoring Co., Dept. 
VC-1. 618 B. Jackson. Chicago. 



Make $12 a day and get new Ford 

sedan Free, taking orders for our fine, 
all-wool, union-made, made-to-measure 
suits at $23.50 up. Biggest commissions 
paid. Experience unnecessary. Fine 
outfit of large real cloth samples. Free. 
Spencer Mead Co.,Hanison d/furoop 
Sts., Dept. N-972, Chicago. 



Aftent searnbift money taklngorders 
beautiful Dress Goods, Silks, Wash 
Fabrics. Hosiery. Fancy Goods. 1000 
samples furnished. National Importing 
Co^Dept. Z- 89. 5 73 Broadwa y, N.Y . 
Agents — Jiffy Glass Cleaner and 
other new specialties offer you wonder- 
ful chance to make $15 profit a day. 
Going big. Hurry! Albert Mills, 5014 
Monmouth._Clnrir.mitl. O. 
$5.00 Every Time "You Sell My 
Tallored-to-Order $35.00 value all- 
wool suit for $23.50. If you want to try, 
writel Kverythlng furnished free. P. A. 
Bobb, 2250 S. LaSaUe. Chicago. 



Hotels Need Trained Executive* — 
Nationwide demand for trained men 
and women: past experience unneces- 
sary. We train you by mall and put 
you in touch with big opportunities. 
Write at once for particulars. 

Lewis Hotel Training Schools, 
Room BW-WG37, Washington. 1). O. 
$95 a week, selling union made-to- 
measure, all-wool suits A o'coats at 
$25, 30, $35. Biggest commissions paid 
dally. Extra bonus. Write for details. 
Nearly 200 pure-wool fabrics Free. 
Pioneer Tailoring Co., Congress & 

Throop, Dopt. N-1272. Chicago. 

A Business of Your Own, Bankrupt 
and Bargain Sales. Big Profits. We start 
you, furnishing everything. Plstrlbu- 
tors.Dept.27 9.429W . Superior. Chicago . 
We Start You Without a Doltar. 

Soaps, Extracts. Perfumes; Toilet 
Goods. Experience unnecessary .Carna- 
tion Co.. Dept. 670. St. Louis. Mo. 
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CASHorCREDIT 



Send for FREE Catalog! 

HOW TO ORDER: Send first pay- 
ment — state article desired— name of 
employer — kind _ of work you do — how 
long in position — age — married —where 
live— how long there. STRICTLY 
CONFIDENTIAL. 

credit TERMS: Pay one • tenth down: balance 

weekly, semi-monthly, or monthly at your conven- 
- ience. All goods delivered on first payment. 

Ffary Blue White Diamonds; Dept. H-471, 108 N. State Street, Chicago, 111. 
Solid 18-K White Gold Rings 




No. 924 -Woman's Elgin 
bracelet watch, $29.50; S2.&5 
down; {2.95 a month 



No. 927 -Elgin "Legionnaire" 
for Man, $19; $1.90 down; 11.90 
a month 



Satisfaction guaranteed, or money 
back. Goods sent for your fr*e 
examination on request. 
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Here's New LiSe^South America! 

Try JOYZ Mate— The Harmless Mental and Physical Stimulant 

"JOYZ Yerba Mate" puts drinker in happy frame of mind, banishes fatigue, 
revives spirits. Makes you feel wonderful. From first sip you note a tin* 
gle in your blood and a feeling of new life, vigor and strength. Gives 
you that springy step and feeling of youthful health and energy. 
It is a true blessing for all nervous and ailing. 
"JOYZ Ycrba Mate" is the stimulating drink used in Argen- 
tina. Millions there drink it daily. The Great Darwin 
r said: "Mate — the ideal stimulant." Paateur Institute 
Paris, saya: "Ycrba Mate answers the greatest needs of 
'c^ modem society, it permits unbelievable activity both mental 
""""" and physical." 
The Rev. J. A. Zahn, C. S. C. Ph.D. (The Late President Roosevelt's 
companion on his exploration trip to Brazil, saya: "It is best substitute known for alco 
holic drinks." "Mate" is simply the dried leaf of the Ilex Mate tree from which a brew- 
is Instantly made by only adding water. Special equipment should be used for brew- 
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Argentina will last a lifetime — offered FREE to Introduce this great Argentine 
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International Mate Co.Inc.,Dept»20A .23 Washington St., New York 
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order AT ONCE. 
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TKOUBLES 

Deny You Life's 
Thrilling Moments 
Poslam Often Ends 
Pimples in 24 hours 

Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 
other blemishes cleared up quickly and 

safely by Poslam. Used success- 
fully for all skin troubles for twenty 
years. It must be good. Thousands 
of unsolicited letters from delight- 
ed users tell of amazing success. Buy 
Poslam at your druggist, only 60c, or let 
us prove to you free that Poslam will 
clear and beautify your skin. 

FREE PROOF SAMPLE 
See amazing improvement within 24 
hours. Free. No cost. Noobligation.Send 
today for generous trial size of Poslam. 
Simply mail your name and address. 



RELIEVES 
ECZEMA 
INSTANTLY 

Booklet with 
each package — 
at your druggist 
reveals beauty 
secrets. Won- 
derful how PoS' 
lam will soothe 
and heal itching 
burningskin 



ample Peak G. Pols am Co., 254 W. 54th St.. New Yortt, H.|Y 




DARKENS and BEAUTIFIES 
EYELASHES and BROWS 

INSTANTLY.makesthemappear 

naturally dark, long and luxuri- 
ant. Adda wonderful charm, beauty 
arid expression to any fare. Perfectly 
hiirmleaa. lined by millions of lovely 
women. Solid form or water-proof liq- 
uid. BLACK or UROWN. 76c at your 
dealer's or direct postpaid. 

MAYDELUNE CO.. CHICAGO 




Free for Asthma 
During Winter 

A Remarkable Method that Has Come 

to the Rescue of Asthmatics — Send 

Today for Free Trial 

If you suffer with those terrible attacks of 
Asthma when it is cold and damp; if you 
choke as if each gasp for breath was the very 
last, don't fail to send at once to the Frontier 
Asthma Co. for a free trial of their remarkable 
method. No matter where you live or whether 
you have any faith In any remedy under the 
Sun, send for this free trial. If you have 
suffered for a lifetime and tried what you 
thought was the best skill known to cope with 
the most terrible attacks of Asthma, if you are 
discouraged beyond hope, send for this free 
trial. 



FREE TRIAL COUPON 

FRONTIER ASTHMA CO., 

7061 Frontier Bldg., 462 Niagara St. 

Buffalo, N. Y. 

Send free trial of your method to: 



Detective Buono not only succeeded, 
now, in cleaning up all the disorderly re- 
sorts, but he and his partner, Frank P. 
Post, kept Fotte under surveillance day 
and night. It would require volumes to 
record the good work they did in obtain- 
ing evidence of bribery and attempted 
subornation of the jury that tried the 
case, and was to such a great extent re- 
sponsible for the verdict of "Guilty" 
Which was brought in against Fotte, Scat- 
ton and Spallonc. (Neither Scatton nor 
Spallone turned State*s evidence at the 
first trial.) 

Romalo skipped his bail shortly after 
his release, and was believed to have fled 
to Italy. 

DURING the first trial, Little Pearl 
made one of the Commonwealth's best 
witnesses. She had been held in jail as 
a material witness — but she had been a 
sort of a star boarder there. When I 
called on her one afternoon, I observed 
that the authorities had been generous in 
supplying her with food and cosmetics. 

Quite a bit heavier, she was, but senti- 
mental and philanthropic as ever. 

"Say, Mr. McKelvey," she said to me in 
her odd, husky, squeaking voice, "did you 
see Jeff yesterday?" 

"Yes, I saw him. He's looking fine, 
Pearl," I said. "He took the stand right 
after you. I'd have thought he would 
have dropped in to pass the time of day 
with you, after all you did for him." 

She looked at me in wide amazement. 
"/ SHOULD SAY NOT!" she said, 
tossing her head in indignation. "He's 
got a swell job in Philly now, and I don't 
zvaiit him mixin' up with the likes of us 
any more. Me and you did a swell job 
there I" 

"It's tough luck, Pearl, their keeping you 
locked up all this time," I said. 

"Oh, that's all right," she retorted 
philosophically. "I put myself here in 
callin' you up, sure. But we got Jeff out 
of the mess, and that's something. I like 
him," — with a sentimental sigh. "Say," 
— in a whisper that I knew meant busi- 
ness — "I don't believe Chee-Chee's gone 
back to Italy 'tall ! Follow the trail of 
Edna's skirt, and you'll git 'im sooner or 
later . . . Jees," she finished aloud for the 
benefit of eavesdroppers, "this is a hell of 
a gay life! Wish them reformers wouldn't 
be so darned thorough in their job. They 
won't let us girls even smoke — though I 
see 'em through the bars puffin' their own 
fags as they drive away in their auto- 
mobiles. But oh, di-mi, you'd think nico- 
tine never'd touched their thin, vinegary 
lips when they speaks to us girls and tells 
us it's never too late to mend ! What do 
they know about it? They make me 
sick ! . . . Guess I'll lie down now. I 
useter think I c'd never get slept out in 
the old days — now me brain's softenin' 
with too much of it." Then, mysteriously, 
under her breath: 

"Don't forgit the trail o' the skirt!" 

She placed a stubby finger on her lips. 

After I left the jail, I looked up Buono 
and told him of my interview with Pearl. 
He, too, had many friends in the under- 
world, and had received hints that 
Romalo had never left the country. He 
decided to try out some of these. 

Here, again, I must omit some exceed- 
ingly clever detective work. Buono's hunt 
took him to Philadelphia, to Chester, to 



Wilmington, to Paterson, New Jersey, 
New York City, Newark, Atlantic City, 
Detroit, back to Chester, thence to Wil- 
mington again. Six months he spent 
plugging along, in spite of the discourage- 
ments of blind alleys and bum steers given 
him by tipsters in the underworld. 

Though the people of Schuylkill and 
Luzerne Counties knew nothing of this 
part of the investigation, the underworld 
and Fotte evidently knew. Time after 
time, Buono's life was threatened. 

On one occasion, when he seemed to be 
up against a blank wall for a while, 
Buono returned to Pottsville. His visit 
was short, but it was long enough for him 
to nab Fotte on a charge of manufactur- 
ing fake affidavits, and to land him again 
in prison — this time to be held on $22,500 
bail! 

Finally, Buono located Romalo in Balti- 
more, after searching for eight days and 
nights through the bay front dives of 
that city. 

Before Buono returned with his pris- 
oner, however, Fotte's second trial was 
over. Months — more than two years — 
had elapsed since the hatching of the 
murder plot at the Dew Drop Inn ; but the 
wheels of justice had revolved slowly and 
surely. 

He lost. 

I WAS in court when they sentenced 
him. He was alone. He was spending 
no more money for lawyers at that time, 
but was conserving every cent for a sec- 
ond appeal. And there was no one to 
stand by him for palship's sake. 

It was a very much chastened Chee- 
Chee Romalo who returned with Buono 
to Pottsville. I was talking to Frank 
Post in the District Attorney's office when 
they entered. 

I remembered Chec-Chee as the dash- 
ing type of young sheik. He is a little 
fellow of about five feet four and one- 
half inches tall, weighing 135 pounds. 
His black, shellacked hair and dazzling, 
white teeth had made quite an impression 
on the girls. On the left side of his 
head, over the temple, was an ugly old 
scar two and a half inches long — memento 
of a certain gang dispute. 

According to a detective's testimony at 
the trial, this chap had given the au- 
thorities a run for their money before 
Buono got busy. They had hunted for 
him all over the United States, and had 
been assisted by the Department of Jus- 
tice, the Canadian police and the Italian 
authorities in Italy ! 

"I hear that Fotte's going to make a 
second appeal," Buono said to me, after 
I had congratulated him upon his capture. 

"Yes," I agreed. "He's an optimistic 
cuss. The jury was out barely an hour 
when they brought in their verdict this 
time !" 

"Well, Chec-Chee, here,"— nodding to- 
ward his scowling captive — "is ready to 
make his statement. But if Fotte is go- 
ing to appeal again, we had better keep 
it in the bag. Instead of giving out the 
real statement, which puts Fotte at the 
scene of the fire, we'll tell the press 
Romalo states that though Fotte insti- 
gated the fire, he wasn't present." 

"Say, what am I goin' to get out o' 
this?" Romalo growled. 

"Eight to sixteen years in the pen, I 
hope," said the District Attorney, who 
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entered at that moment. "More, if you 
try any lies on us !" 

But Romalo was thoroughly whipped. 
After a severe questioning, he was locked 
up where he would have plenty of leisure 
to think the matter over. We knew that 
he would meet Fotte in the prisoners' 
yard— but the District Attorney had had 
men planted there for several months. It 
was through them that we learned that 
Fotte was the one who financed the jail- 
break there, in which a murderer await- 
ing execution had been permitted to es- 
cape — and Fotte had been left in the 
lurch. 

On January 24th, 1929, Romalo was 
again brought to the District Attorney's 
office, and declared that he was ready to 
come clean. Here, then, is the whole, 
true story of the arson, in the words of 
Fotte's chief lieutenant: 

" J PRANK DE FRANK, also known 
■1, as Carlo Romalo, make this statement 
of my own free will ami accord, without 
threat or fear and without any promise of 
reivard of any kind. 

"On the afternoon before the fire at the 
Holy Rosary rectory at Mahanoy Plane, 
I was out riding with two girls and a 
fellow from Wilkcs-Barre. On our re- 
turn to the Dew Drop early in the eve- 
ning in my Peerless car, Frank Fotte was 
waiting for me with his car at the Dew ■ 
Drop Inn yard. After the two girls and 
the fellow who was with us went into the 
hotel, Frank Fotte told me he had the 
gasoline in a five-gallon can in his car, 
and he transferred the gasoline from his 
car to mine. This was about five or six 
o'clock in the evening. 

"Fotte stayed about an hour and left. 

"Fotte had planned the fire about two 
months before the rectory was burned. 
Fotte told me he was going to burn it 
down because the priest was talking about 
the Tilly Billy Hotel at Mahanoy Plane. 



Fotte said to me he had gone to the priest 
and asked him to lay off, but the priest 
would not stop. Fotte said he would put 
me out of the Dew Drop Inn if I did not 
go with him ; I was working for Fotte 
at the Dew Drop for $20 per week. My 
common-law wife was managing the Dew 
Drop Inn at $75 a month. 

"About three days before the fire, 
Fotte again told me he was ready to burn 
the rectory and that he had two fellows 
to help him. He did not tell me who the 
two fellows were until the night of the 
fire, when he placed the gasoline in my 
car, and told me that Tony Scatton and 
Tony Spallone would be down about mid- 
night to go along with us. Around eight 
o'clock the night of the fire it started to 
rain, and I told the fellow from Wilkes- 
Barre to put the car away. 

"About ten o'clock, Fotte came to the 
Dew Drop Inn and stayed about a half- 
hour. Fotte said that Scatton and Spal- 
lone would be down about midnight, and 
that we should stop at Shenandoah on 
our way to Mahanoy Plane and pick him 
up. Scatton and Spallone got to the Dew 
Drop Inn about midnight in Spallone's 
Essex coupe, and came into the hotel. We 
left the Dew Drop about fifteen minutes 
later, and after the Peerless was taken 
out of the garage and the Essex was 
put into the garage. 

"We stopped at Shenandoah, and stopped 
in front of Fotte's home. Fotte was 
watching for us from the restaurant win- 
dow. 

"When he saw us, he came down and 
got in the car. Spallone was driving. 
Scatton occupied the front seat with 
Spallone, and Fotte and I sat in the back 
seat. We went to Mahanoy Plane. 

"We stopped in front of the Holy Ro- 
sary rectory, and saw a car approaching 
from the other direction. Fotte said to 
move up the road slowly till it passed us. 
We then turned around and came back, 
and stopped in front of the rectory. Spal- 
lone did not get out of the car. Scatton 




View from in front of the burned rectory, showing the iron fence and the houses opposite. 
Upper-left, upper-right and in circle show side views of Spallone, "Chee Chee" Romalo 

and Tony Scatton respectively 
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Mothers . . . Watch 
Children's COLDS 

COMMON head colds often "settle" in 
throat and chest where they may become 
d a ngerous. Don' t take a chance— atthefirst 
sniffle rub on Children's Musterole once every 
hour for five hours. 

Children's Musterole is just good old Mus- 
terole, you have known so long, in milder form. 

Working like the trained masseur, this fa- 
mous blend of oil of mustard, camphor, men- 
thol and other ingredients brings relief natur- 
ally. It penetrates and stimulates blood circu- 
lation, helps to draw out infection and pain. 
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adults and the milder— Children's Musterole 
for little tots. All druggists. 
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remained near the car in front of the yard 
on the sidewalk, while Fotte and I went 
in the yard. 

"I had taken the gasoline out of the 
car, and gave it to Fotte on the side- 
walk. Fotte and 1 were in the yard, and 
I was about a couple of feet or steps be- 
hind Fotte while he poured the gasoline 
over the wall of the rec.sry. Then Fotte 
asked me for the cotton waste, which was 
in the car. I got it for him, and he 
saturated the cotton waste and struck a 
couple of matches which went out before 
the cotton was lit. 

"Fotte then threw the lighte i waste 
against the saturated wail, and it spread 
out in flames. 

[Note: In checking up this state- 
ment with that of Mrs. McCarthy, 
the eye-witness of the crime, Detec- 
tive Buono asked about the "two 
small blazes" she mentioned, over 
which the two men were standing. 
Romalo explained this by saying that 
Fotte had difficulty in lighting the 
waste because of the wind and rain, 
that several times it had gone out. nd 
that he, Romalo, had helped shi:ld 
the "torch" with his body.] 
"We then ran to the car, but Spa lone 
flooded or choked the carbureter trying tc 
start the car, so we tried pushing the :ar 
to start it, but couldn't. 

"We then ran to the Tilly Billy, and 
we all went in but Fotte. I went to 
Jerry's bedroom while Scatton and Spal- 
lone stayed in the next room from 
Jerry's. I asked Jerry to let Jeff Palermo 
drive us back to Dew Drop Inn. Fotte 
did not come in the Tilly Billy. Jeff 
Palermo drove me straight back to the 
Dew Drop Inn, while Mickey DeGross 
drove Fotte, Spallone and Scatton back. 
Mickey's car left before mine. 

"When I gut to the Dew Drop, I \ven ; : 
to bed. About three or three-thirty, Fotte 
came to my bedrtxim and told me to get 
the girls out, as the State police wou'.d 
be along because my car was stalled ir. 
front of the fire and they would trace it 
to me. I got the girls out. 

"Fotte then told me to go to Shenan- 
doah and report my car as stolen, and 
gave me $25 to give to the Chief. Someone 
drove me to Shenandoah, and I went to 
the Chief's office and reported my car 
stolen. Then I went to Fotte's home and 
told him what I did, and heard Fotte 
tell Mary Dillon or Davis, a jewelry man 
from Hazleton, and Fotte's two daughters 
and Gaetano, a boarder of Fotte's, what 
they should say if he was arrested. Fotte 
then drove me back to the Dew Drop 
Inn. 

"{Signed) Frank Dk Frank. 
Witnessed by : Hoyt Haertter 

Lewis D. Buono. 
"Note : Yesterday, while getting my ex- 
ercise in the yard of the prison, Fotte 
asked me to make him an affidavit stating 
that Mike Spallone was along with us at 
the fire, and not him. He asked me in the 
presence of a prisoner named Esposito. 
This morning, Fotte sent Esposito to my 
cell to see if I had the affidavit made." 

ROMALO'S trial did not consume 
much time. He pleaded guilty, and 
was sentenced to from eight to sixteen 
years in the penitentiary. 

In March, 1929, after Fotte was sen- 
tenced for the second time, the Dew Drop 
Inn was burned to the ground, the beau- 
tiful Fotte home in Shenandoah was 
seized by the sheriff, and the ex-king of 
vicedom found himself with only the ruins 
of the Dew Drop Inn on his hands. At 
the time of the arson, he told Detective 
Buono, he had had $150,000 — and every 
cent of these ill-gotten gains had gone into 



his fight — now to the finish — for freedom. 

He gave up the impossible struggle and 
sent word to the authorities that he would 
not appeal again, and was ready to start 
his sentence. 

The last time I saw Fotte was on 
March 18th, 1929. He was seated on a 
hard, rumpled cot in his cell. Motionless, 
he stared blankly in front of him. The 
heavy-lidded eyes were ringed and sunken. 
A heavy, grayish stubble covered the 
cheeks which had always been so foppishly 
barbered. The fingers which had sported 
three-carat diamonds were grimy and nail- 
bitten; from them hung the burnt-out 
stub of a cheap cigarette. 

He was facing a long term in the pen. 
And when that is finished, there are 
awaiting other charges, including perjury, 
attempted subornation of a jury, and an 
unmentionable crime, which he was charged 
with committing when free on bail. 

T MET Little Pearl leaving the jail. I 
*■ offered her a lift in my car. She smiled 
grimly. "It's good of you, Mr. Mc- 
Kelvey, but somehow, I don't feel com- 
fortable in that bus of yours. I never 
know where it's goin' to land me . . . 
But say, listen I" She lowered her voice. 
"Isn't it too bad about Fotte?" 

"Why, Pearl, I'm surprised at you!" 
I said. "I should think you would be 
glad to see him at last beginning to pay 
for his crimes " 

"Yeah, I s'pose so— he ought to be 
hung, all righty. But not this — I mean 
about his kid, Elizabeth — the one that 
took the stand for him at his trial. 
Guess she's the only thing on earth he 
cared for — and he worshiped her." 

"What about her?" I asked, as she 
paused impressively. "I've been away." 

"Somebody's just told him Elizabeth's 
started in his old racket," she said in 
horrified tones. "She was picked up the 
other night . . . Gosh, Mr. McKelvey, that 
youngster doesn't know what's before her, 
but HE DOES. Poor bloke— that's a 
worse punishment than any rap Hizzoner 
could 'a' given 'im !" 

"Where are you going now, Pearl?" 
I changed the subject, for tears were 
forming on her mascaro-tipped eyelashes 
as usual, and were beginning to run down 
her cheeks in black rivulets. 

I'd like to tell you that big-hearted 
Pearl confided to me how, in the solitude 
of her cell, she had planned to reform ; 
or that Jeff had proposed and that she 
was going to spend the rest of her life 
within the law. But this is the truth, 
which is not so kind as fiction. 

For a moment, Pearl regarded me with 
hard, blank blue eyes. Her upper lip stif- 
fened, and her chin tilted upward. 

"I'm seekin' new fields to conquer, like 
the reforming ladies suggested," she said. 
" Tain't healthy for me round here no 
more. I'm goin' to try Panama. Mebbc 
I'll meet a millionaire husband there. 
So long!" 

And she lifted her bony, beringed hand 
in a gesture half of farewell, half of 
defiance to the fates and all they held in 
store for her, as I let her out at her corner. 

Luzerne and Schuykill Counties are 
now model communities, I might add in 
conclusion. The community's rebellion 
had its effect ; the police resumed their 
authority, raiding and closing disorderly 
place after disorderly place ; and the 
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scales of Justice have regained their true 
balance. 

But it was through the statement of one 
individual outside of these forces of au- 
thority and order — of Margaret Kapocus, 



alias Pearl White — that I managed to 
keep the case "open" when we had every 
reason to believe that the defendants had 
a winning chance of a quick trial, and 
acquittal "for want of evidence." 



This Month's Contributors 
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outsmarted, the slayer invariably throws 
up his hands. 

"All killers give themselves away in one 
way or another," says Parker. "If they 
don't leave some telltale evidence in their 
wake, they talk too much — and too fool- 
ishly. 

"It's a funny thing, but whenever a man 
takes human life, he becomes a changed 
person immediately. He can't see the ave- 
nues of escape that are easily discernible to 
one who is innocent. Durin' my long ex- 
perience, I've concluded that some great 
Power intervenes and leads killers into the 
hands of the law." 

Like Sherlock Holmes, Parker likes his 
pipe. He acts, talks and looks like a 
farmer. He is married and, to use his own 
phraseology, has "a charming little wife 
and a raft of kids." He has but one super- 
stition — the number thirteen. It has al- 
ways been lucky for him. Despite the fact 
that lie pays little attention to choice Eng- 
lish, he has lectured on psychology at two 
of America's leading universities. He gets 
many lucrative offers to do detective work 
in the large cities, but spurns them all 
because : 

"There ain't no place like home." 

—A. H. 



ANY BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 
OF CITY DETECTIVE OTTO W. 
PHILLIPS, whose greatest case, The 
Mystery of the Thirteenth Key, begins on 
page 10, this issue of True Detective 
Mysteries, necessarily must be a tribute 
to youth, the callow youth that fought so 
gallantly in the World War and that 
emerged from dripping foreign fields un- 
coarsened, to take over the throttle of 
progress in a busy world. 

It begins years ago, when a boy not yet 
in his teens answered the staccato sum- 
mons of older workers in a pipe-organ 
factory, slaved for a meager pittance, and 
learned to detest his work and dream of 
adventure and romance away from the 
grind of industry. 

At his lunch hour he would steal to the 
railroad yards a half-mile away, where, 
eventually, all of the engineers came to 
know this inquisitive youngster. He, in 
turn, soon came to know why trains ran, 
how fast they could go and how they 
were run, until he finally startled and net- 
tled the trainmen by asking questions they 
were unable to answer. 

That, then, was his dream : to poke a 
shock of nut-brown hair from the window 
of a cab and to watch rails disappear be- 
neath the roaring wheels of his engine. 

But the dream soon was forgotten, for 
he had graduated from high school and 
was sent to the military school at Langres, 
France. With the acquisition of a superb 
military training, new fields of potential 
romance were opened. Then the tentacles 



of the World War tightened about the 
placid meadows of Europe. 

Phillips, at the age of twenty-three, and 
now in America, soon found himself in the 
conflict. For three years, as an American 
lieutenant, he was in, respectively, the 
army, and the army of occupation in Ger- 
many. Later, he did G-2 work in France. 
He returned, finally, choosing Columbus, 
Ohio, as his home. Here, his boyhood 
ambition might have materialized, for the 
town was a fair railroad center. 

But a deeper longing, a heritage not to 
be denied, asserted itself, and the blow to 
the world of trains was equaled only by 
the blow to the world of crime. For Phil- 
lips, following in the footsteps of his uncle, 
Thomas Phillips, sixty-five, for thirty- 
eight years an inspector in Scotland Yard, 
and his father, John A. Phillips, for six 
years in the police department at Pomeroy, 
Ohio, joined the ranks of the Columbus 
Police Department. There followed half a 
year as a "harness bull," and Phillips was 
transferred to the plain-clothes ranks. 

That transfer spelled the end of the 
Puckett-Kelley mob of safe blowers, the 
Herbert Meyers mob of safe blowers, and 
the Jimmie Maddens gang of stick-up men 
who staged a $10,000 robbery at Marion, 
Ohio. 

Kelley. one of the toughest criminals in 
Ohio, was handled easily by Phillips, who, 
despite a soft voice and manner, can swap 
roughness with the toughest of them, and 
whose 220 pounds of weight are propor- 
tionately absorbed by a height of six feet, 
one and one-half inches. 

The shrewdest man encountered by 
Phillips, Doctor James H. Snook excepted, 
was the safe blower Meyers, who drifted 
from Cleveland. Meyers was convicted on 
evidence, and sentenced to twelve years, 
which he now is serving in Ohio Peniten- 
tiary. 

Sports in which Phillips participates are 
football, baseball and basketball. His 
hobbies are fishing and hunting. 

Two of his brothers are in the police 
department at Columbus. They are: John 
E. Phillips, for three and one-half years 
on the vice squad, and L. L. Phillips, a 
young "harness bull," four months on the 
Force. 

It is significant that Otto Phillips, for 
only six years in police work and a man 
of only thirty-five years, should have 
broken down a university professor of 
fifty years when veterans said, "It can't 
be done." What Phillips' career will be, 
only time can tell. In his field he has won 
a signal victory for youth — and possibly 
no other field so scorns "young upstart 
flat-feet." 

Phillips' confident, positive assertions, 
when he knows beyond doubt he is right, 
lend an authoritativeness to everything he 
says. This was best demonstrated at the 
trial of Doctor Snook when a member of 
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the defense forces, in questioning Phillips, 
sought at the same time to sneer at him 
before the jury. 

Phillips had just given some testimony 
in a calm, unwavering voice, when the 
defense lawyer said: 

"You think you're a pretty good man, 
don't you, Phillips?" 

At this point, Phillips created a near- 
outburst by replying, in an entirely un- 
ruffled tone : 

"Well, we made this case." p a 
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DANIEL T. McKELVEY, PRESI- 
DENT OF THE PENNSYLVANIA 
CHIEFS OF POLICE ASSOCIATION, 
whose brilliant detective work is recorded 
in this issue in the story, The Murder Plot 
at the Dew Drop Inn, has the distinction 
of being a private investigator who is 
loved and admired by the official police. 

In fiction, the private detective is some- 
times grudgingly admired by the Central 
Office men hut nearly always is disliked by 
them. In real life, he is very rarely either 
admired or loved by anyone. 

"Dan" McKelvey is a hero, not only in 
his home town, which is Hazleton, Penn- 
sylvania, but all throughout the State. This 
was clearly visible to me when I went up 
to Hazleton to obtain this story. The 
thugs whom he captured in this cold- 
blooded arson case, had sworn vengeance, 
just as they do in fiction. His home had 
been dynamited the night before my ar- 
rival, and his fearlessness and bravery 
were the chief topic of conversation in 
hotels, on the street and in the country 
clubs of that vicinity. 

Some idea of the esteem in which he is 
held may be gathered from the speech 
made by the Mayor of Hazleton at the 
time of his recent reelection as President 
of the Chiefs of Police Association. He 
said : 

"Hazleton is greatly honored in having 
one of its leading citizens chosen for the 
high office of president of your associa- 
tion — Mr. Daniel T. McKelvey. In his 
boyhood days, Mr. McKelvey started as a 
slate picker. I knew him then and worked 
with him about the mines. In those days 
a slate picker worked long hours at most 
burdensome toil for a small pittance. In 
his young manhood, Mr. McKelvey was a 
leader in the movement that brought great- 
ly improved working conditions and higher 
wages in this region. In the memorable 
days of 1900 and 1902, when great indus- 
trial struggles raged in the anthracite coal 
fields, Mr. McKelvey was an able lieu- 
tenant of the peerless John Mitchell. 

"Graduating from the 'College of the 
Dusky Diamond,' and alumnus of the 'Uni- 
versity of Hard Knocks,' Mr. McKelvey 
turned to police work. In the succeeding 
years, his career as a detective and police 
officer has ranked him high, not only in 
Pennsylvania, but in other States. 

"With great credit he was detective for 
the City of Hazleton. With high distinc- 
tion he served as detective of Luzerne 
County. Fearless and aggressive in the 
pursuit of crime, he has earned the hatred 
of criminals, but the love and admiration of 
law-abiding people. His good work has 



endeared him to the citizens of this com- 
munity. In every move for civic better- 
ment he is among the active leaders." 

The response of the Chief of Police of 
Chester was equally eulogistic : ". . . . 
And you also have the incomparable Dan 
McKelvey, one of our lead-horses. We 
don't like him ; we love him. I noticed 
that the Mayor called him Mister Mc- 
Kelvey. He is growing !" 

The dread in which the underworld 
holds Dan McKelvey was well demon- 
strated when all of this redoubtable sleuth's 
testimony was carefully kept out of the 
appeal papers in the Mahanoy Plane arson 
case, appearing in this magazine under the 
title of 77i<? Murder Plot at the Dew Drop 
Inn. 

Emphasizing the honor bestowed upon 
McKelvey, I am listing the names of the 
police chiefs belonging to the association 
of which he has been President for two 
terms : 

William Halteman, Superintendent of 
Police, Bethlehem ; J. N. Tillard, Chief of 
Police, Altoona ; Louis H. Leff, Captain of 
the Stores Mutual Protective Association, 
Pittsburgh ; C. E. Briney, Chief of Police, 
Johnstown ; Hugh Leslie, Chief of Police, 
Ashley; L. J. O'Neill, Superintendent of 
Police, Carnegie Steel Company, Pitts- 
burgh; B. B. Sheetz, Chief of Police. 
Pottstown ; Jos. P. Thompson, Chief of 
Police, Harrisburg ; M. G. Turney, Inspec- 
tor of Police, P. R. R. Cresson ; John 
Vance, Chief of Police, Chester. 

Peter P. Walsh, Superintendent of 
Police, Pittsburgh ; Thomas J. Flynn, Chief 
of Police, Duquesne ; M. H. Bernhard. 
Chief of Police, Allentown; Frank J. 
Eckart, Chief of Police, Wilkes-Barre ; L. 
J. Hays, Chief of Police. Rankin : Charles 
T. Smith, Chief of Police, Haverford 
Township, Delaware County ; C. Ross 
Trimmer, Chief of Police, Carlisle. 

T N appearance, Dan McKelvey has all the 
■«■ good looks that ought to go with a hero- 
detective. Six feet tall, with an athletic 
figure, he has sandy-colored hair and 
strong, regularly chiseled features. In 
many a tough case, criminals' lawyers have 
referred scoffingly to his smooth manner 
that has a way of defeating their ends. 
They claim that he mesmerizes their 
clients, and forces them to answer his 
softly put questions in ways that are 
mysterious. 

Mr. McKelvey is modest, as becomes a 
hero. He will talk about cases. He is 
a charming host. He will drive you all 
over the countryside, pointing out "the 
scenes of the crime." But you have to go 
elsewhere to learn about his career. 

It was from Lewis Buono, County De- 
tective for the District Attorney in 
Schuylkill County, that I obtained most 
of my information about the President of 
the Chiefs of Police Association, and it was 
while talking with him that I learned that 
McKelvey had formerly held the positions 
of Chief of the Wilkes-Barre and Hazle- 
ton Railway Company Police; Chief of 
Police of Worthington Pump Works ; 
Pennsylvania Power and Light Police 
Chief ; County Detective of Luzerne, and 
Chief of Police of Hazleton City. — I. S. 
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that day. I shall set down here every word 
of the questions which were asked and 
the answers thereto, as they were to play 
a major role in the solution of what later 
became known as "the riddle of Camp 
Dix": 

Q. What is your full name? 
A. Grover Landis Duncan. 
Q. How old are you? 
A. Twenty-five. 
Q. Where is your home? 
A. Windrock, Tennessee. 
Q. My name is Parker, County De- 
tective, and we are investigating the 
death of Michael Gregor, that occurred 
at Camp Dix recently. If there is any- 
thing that you know that you can tell 
us about this, or if you are willing to 
answer any questions I might ask you, 
we would be pleased to have what in- 
formation you might have. We don't 
know where this might terminate ; 
therefore, I want to warn you, that 
anything you say might be used against 
you and you don't have to make a 
statement unless you want to. The 
matter is now under investigation, and 
the reason I say that to you is because 
we don't know what is what, and we 
are looking for you who knew the 
murdered man to assist us if you will. 
A. Yes, sir. 

Q. Did you know Michael? 
A. Yes, sir. I have known him over 
a year. I am in Company B, Six- 
teenth Infantry, the same company that 
he was in. I slept in the same barracks, 
opposite from him. I saw him the 
night he disappeared. I saw him in 
the afternoon about 4 o'clock and I 
saw him again, leaving the barracks, 
that night, somewhere around 10 
o'clock. I was then in the recreation 
room. I was just going to bed. Private 

R and two or three others, but I 

don't know their names, were in there 
at the same time. 

Mike came in the recreation room. 
He went out ahead of me. There was 
a man waiting on the outside for him. 
I looked out the door at the man, but 
I couldn't identify the man only by his 
size. Mike walked out to where he 
was. I looked out the door and saw 
the man standing there, and Mike 
walked up to him. and I went on up 
the stairway. He looked to be about 
5 feet, 10 inches. He was stout built. 

There is a man in my company near 
that size. Private S— — is one, and 
there is a man in A Company that 
would be somewhere near his size. 

Private K and Sergeant B are 

also about that size. He was a soldier 

and had on a uniform. S sleeps 

in the same barracks (Company B). 

Private S stays out pretty late at 

nights, and he has a very poor repu- 
tation around the company. He is a 
heavy drinker. 

I was talking to him about 4 o'clock. 
I asked him how much money he had, 
and he said he didn't have any, and we 
went on further talking about the 
money, and then he told me how much 
Gregor had. It was a little over 



S500. Private F was with me and 

heard him say it. F is now 

A.W.O.L. S had somewhere 

around $300 with him the first of 
October. . . . 

WHEN Duncan ended his recital, which, 
incidentally, had been narrated in a 
very swift manner, I asked: 

"Was September ninth your birthday, 
Mr. Duncan?" 
"No," he replied. 

"Did your mother or someone dear to 
you die on that date?" 
"No." 

"Is there any particular reason why that 
day stands out in your mind?" 

"No, only that I have a very good 
memory." 

"I see . . . Very well, Mr. Duncan, 
you may go. Thank you very much for 
your information. I am sure that it is 
going to help me considerably." 

"I hope so," said Duncan, as he left the 
room. 

When the soldier closed the door behind 
him, I said to the army officials in the 
room : 

"There's our wan." 

"What?" demanded one of the officers. 

"I say, there's our man !" 

"You mean Duncan murdered Gregor?" 

"Exactly," I replied. 

"But that can't be possible, Mr. Parker : 
Sergeant Duncan is one of our best sol- 
diers. He's a man of spotless reputation. 
In addition to that, he remembered every- 
thing he did on September ninth." 

"That's just it," I said, "he remembered 
too well — too damned well!" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Simply this : Duncan thought he was 
one step ahead of me when he carefully 
thought out the details of an alibi, which 
he gave me before I even asked for it. 
That's just where he tricked himself, for 
here's one instance where an alibi is not 
necessary, because there isn't one man in 
ten thousand with a memory good enough 
to recall the details of what he did on a 
day three months previously — unless such 
a day happened to be something of an 
event in his life, such as a birthday, the 
date of an event in the life of someone 
beloved by him, or a day which would 
stand out prominently in his mind for 
some reason or other. 

"You heard me ask Duncan if the day 
of September ninth had in any way been 
an unusual one for him, and he said 'No.' 
Why, then, would he remember the de- 
tails of that day? The answer is, that he 
has a reason for remembering the details, 
and that reason is, gentlemen, unless I am 
sadly mistaken, that Duncan murdered 
Gregor ! 

"I have been waiting for just such an 
explanation as Duncan gave. That's why 
I questioned all these men. The other men 
whom I questioned could not remember 
what they did on September ninth. I can't 
remember what / was doing on that day — 
and neither can you. Duncan's astounding 
memory under the circumstances is con- 
trary to all laws of human nature. Have 
I convinced you, gentlemen, of the truth 
of my theory?" 
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I had convinced the army officials. They 
admitted that my reasoning was so utterly 
simple that it couldn't help but be sound. 

In addition to all this, I had noticed that 
Duncan had displayed a trait common in 
most murderers — lie had attempted to 
throw the blame on someone else ; he had 
tried to lead me to believe that Private 
S had committed the murder. An in- 
nocent man never passes the buck; he 
doesn't have to! 

However, despite the fact that I had 
started on this case without a clue and 
that by taking a long chance I had spotted 
my man, the real battle had only begun. 
I sized Duncan up as a pretty shrewd sort 
of an individual, and one who would not 
admit defeat unless he was dead certain 
that he had been beaten. In view of that 
fact, I knew it would be useless at that 
time to accuse Duncan of the murder — 
or even give htm an inkling of the fact 
that he was suspected — because we didn't 
have the goods on him. It's one thing, of 
course, to suspect a man, and another 
tiling to get enough on him to convict him. 
That's where many otherwise smart de- 
tectives make a mistake ; as soon as they 
have their man spotted, they tell all the 
world about it, and as a result the sus- 
pect gets busy and covers up his tracks — 
often covering them so completely that 
conviction is impossible. 

I was not going to give Duncan a chance 
to cover his tracks if I could help it. So, 
in line with the little game I was playing, 
I continued to question many other soldiers, 
knowing all the time that they were in- 
nocent. However, when some of Duncan's 
particular friends were brought in to me 
and told me that they couldn't remember 
what they were doing on September 9th, 
I feigned impatience and said : 

"That's mighty funny. You had better 
refresh your memory, young fellow ! Now, 
take this man, Sergeant Duncan — there's a 
man with a real memory. He was able 
to tell me everything he did on September 
ninth, and because of that I know that he 
is one man who has nothing to do with 
this case. I'm telling you, you boys had 
better brush up on your memories or 
you're liable to get in trouble !" 

THIS bit of strategy had the desired 
effect, for the army men who from 
that time shadowed Duncan twenty-four 
hours a day reported back to me that some 
of the soldiers who had been questioned 
had told Duncan that they envied him, inas- 
much as he had been the only man to 
advance a perfect alibi when questioned. 
My army coworkers further informed me 
that Duncan seemed highly elated at the 
thought that he had acquitted himself in 
my eyes. One of the first things that the 
army sleuths did after Duncan was sus- 
pected was to search his room in the bar- 
racks while he was at mess. We had 
hoped, among other things, that we might 
find Gregor's missing .45-caliber army re- 
volver there. But such was not the case ; 
the revolver was nowhere to be found. 

The investigators noticed in Duncan's 
room a trunk with a rather peculiar lock 
on it. They tried several keys in an ef- 
fort to open the trunk, but were unsuc- 
cessful. They could have forced it open, 
of course, but such action would have been 
ultimately discovered by Duncan and 
would have aroused his suspicions, which, 
as I have explained, was the last thing in 



the world we wanted to do just then. 

On December 8th, Duncan, along with 
the other soldiers, was brought into my 
office, where I took the finger-prints of 
everyone in the company. This finger- 
print business was, in itself, useless, as 
there were no finger-prints at the scene 
of the crime. However, I figured that the 
finger-printing of Duncan would serve to 
unsteady him, and that it might lead him 
to do something or other which would 
strengthen our case against him. When 
Duncan was brought in for "printing," I 
said to him : 

"This finger-printing is just a matter of 
routine in your case, Mr. Duncan, because 
I know that you are the one man in this 
company who is absolutely innocent of any 
wrong-doing in connection with Ser- 
geant Gregor's death, for the simple rea- 
son that you were the only person able 
to give a satisfactory account of your 
actions on the day Gregor disappeared. 
However, by finger-printing the other men 
in the company, I hope to get a clue to the 
murderer, because we think we might be 
able to get some prints at the scene of the 
crime." 

Duncan remained calm, thanked me for 
my expression of confidence in his inno- 
cence, placed his fingers on the printing 
pad, and left. 

MY next move in the game of wits which 
I was playing with Duncan came days 
later, when I had some of the army officers 
who were working with me circulate in 
Camp Dix the rumor that I had found 
indistinct finger-prints on the clothing of 
the body — something which was impossible 
on the face of it, but which was destined 
to aid me greatly in the solution of the 
crime. I further arranged to have this 
rumor get to Duncan's ears, which it did. 
One of the officers casually remarked to 
him : 

"Sergeant, this man Parker is fooling 
around with some indistinct finger-prints 
which he found at the scene of the crime. 
He hopes to connect these up with the 
prints of one of the men in the company 
and thereby get the murderer. But I think 
he's up against a pretty tough proposition, 
don't you?" 

"Yes," replied Duncan, "I think he is. 
Finger-prints won't stand up under rain 
and dirt for three months, will they?" 

"Oh, they've been known to, I think. But, 
of course, in most cases by the time the 
finger-prints are three months old there 
isn't much there any more. I don't know 
just how good these finger-prints of Par- 
ker's are." 

Then followed several days of watchful 
waiting. The army officials kept tabs on 
everything that Duncan did. He did noth- 
ing unusual, however, merely going about 
bis routine tasks and retiring early. It was 
noticed, though, that something was ap- 
parently weighing on the soldier's mind. I 
figured that he was debating whether or not 
to flee, inasmuch as he wasn't sure just 
what we would find out from the prints 
which he thought we had taken at the 
scene of the crime. He was smart enough 
to calculate that if he fled, his action would 
arouse suspicion. Then, too, I knew that 
he was also smart enough to remain in 
Camp Dix so long as he felt that we had 
nothing on him. 

Then, on December 18th — two weeks 
after the body had been found — Duncan 
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uncorked one of the dumbest' plays that I 
have ever seen. 

About noontime, he went up to his room 
in the barracks and closed the door behind 
him. Army detectives, stationed in the 
next room and peering through a crack in 
the wall, saw Duncan feverishly engaged 
in writing a letter. When he had finished, 
he hastily left his room. 

One of the detectives (whom Duncan 
did not know as such) greeted him with a 
cneery "Hello, Sergeant I" and walked out 
of the barracks with the suspect. The de- 
tective stuck right with Duncan until the 
latter approached a mail-box, where he 
extracted the letter from his pocket and 
posted it. While Duncan was doing this, 
the detective pretended he was standing by 
idly, but in reality he looked over the man's 
shoulder and saw part of the address of 
the letter: 

c/o U. S. School of Fingerprints, 
Chicago 

WHEN this information was passed on 
to me, I immediately got in touch 
with the Chicago police and they obtained 
the letter shortly after it was delivered to 
the finger-print school. The epistle was 
hastily forwarded to me, and this is what 
it said : 

Mr. E. A. Shook, President, 
c/o U. S. School of Fingerprints, 
Chicago, III. 
My dear friend: 

I am writing yon a fciv lines in re- 
gard to information. I have some 
questions that I would like to ask and 
I knoiv you unll be able to help me out 
with them, and I am sure that I will be 
glad to have your help. 

1. Is it possible that the finger-prints 
of two persons are alike? 



2. Can a person's finger-prints be 
taken from a woolen blanket or any 
kind of cloth that is fussyf 

3. Hozv long will a person's finger- 
prints stay on a piece of cloth or any- 
thing else if it is out in the rainy 
weather? Will they stay on for three 
months or hoitf long? There ivas a 
man found here that had been gone for 
three mouths. He tvas found out in 
the woods not far from the Camp. He 
had been knocked in the head and shot 
twice in the head. He had been gone 
for three months and has been out in 
the rainy weather and they can't get 
any trace of the one who did it so I 
will be thankful if you will anszver 
these questions for me and give me all 
the information that you can about it. 

So hoping to hear from you real 
soon, I beg to remain by saying I am 
obliged to you. 

Very truly yours, 
Sergeant G. Landis Duncan, 
Company B, 16th Infantry, 
Camp Dix, N. J. 

If there had ever been the slightest doubt 
in my mind that Duncan was the murderer 
of Gregor, it was immediately and entirely 
dispelled when I read the letter that he had 
written to the finger-print school. For 
he had given more details about the com- 
mission of the crime than we ourselves 
knew ! 

". . . he had been knocked in the 
head. . . ." 

Who had said anything about Gregor 
having been knocked in the head before 
being shot ? No one ! And only one per- 
son could have been in possession of that 
information — the murderer! 

Another examination of the body was im- 
mediately made and physicians discovered, 
for the first time, that Gregor's skull had 
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been severely bruised by a blozv from a 
blunt instrument, such as the butt end of 
a gun. 

But in spite of the fact that I was now 
positively certain that Duncan was my man, 
I was not quite ready to strike yet. I didn't 
want to lay a hand on Duncan until I had 
everything on him. Among other things, I 
wanted to obtain the weapon which had 
snuffed out Gregor's life — and I was sure 
that Duncan had disposed of it. But 
where ? 

Our next move was another search of the 
man's room. This time, army detectives 
succeeded in opening the trunk. They 
didn't find the gun there, but they found 
some very arresting information in the 
form of several love-letters which had 
been written to Duncan by a woman in 
Huntington, West Virginia. One of these 
letters, postmarked November 29th, 1921, 
read as follows : 

Dearest Grover: 

Guess you think I have forgotten 
you my sweet boy, but I have not. I 
love you a thousand times more than 
I ever have and more. 

I hope you won't wait so long to 
come back and see me. I am leaving 
here about December 20th, or a little 
later for up home and I don't knoiv 
when I will come back doivn here. 
Maybe never. 

There is a girl friend here and she 
knoivs about us. She has our baby 
and she calls it Grover; said she 
thought it was the very picture of you. 
How about it? 

I am halfway mad at you because 
you would not wait and go up on num- 
ber 2 with vie. I believe you are 
ashamed of me and baby. Now don't 
forget baby, not to say anything about 
me writing to you, and for heaven's 
sake don't say anything about us being 
together for he gets the letters and I 
can't keep it. But you must not worry 
about me for I love you more than I 
ever loved in my life and I tuill always 
love you dear. And you be care fid 
what you say in your letters so I won't 
have a fight. Wish you could see my 
nose where I got hit. It looks awful. 
Bushels of love and kisses always and 
forever. 

Yours truly, 
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LOOKING over the date on the love- 
letter and the words, "you would not 
wait" I concluded that Duncan had prob- 
ably visited the author of the letter shortly 
after the murder. Perusal of the camp 
records bore out my belief, for I found that 
Duncan had left on a ten-day furlough 
shortly after Gregor's disappearance. 

I therefore decided to go to the South 
and question the woman. 

In the meantime, Duncan had received a 
reply in response to his letter to the finger- 
print school, which we intercepted, steamed, 
read and resealed. This reply read as fol- 
lows : 

My dear student : 

Nothing pleases me more than to 
write my students a friendly letter and 
I duly wish more of them would give 
me an opportunity to do so, as you have 
done this morning. 



In the millions of prints that have 
been taken, no two have ever been 
found alike. 

It is not possible to find finger- 
prints on any rough surface and when 
on a smooth surface they will disap- 
pear in a short time if exposed to the 
weather, so it would be useless for you 
to attempt to find any finger-prints on 
the clothing of the body that zvas ex- 
posed for three months. 

With best wishes for the holiday 
season, I am, 

Sincerely yours, 

E. A. Shook. 

This letter, I felt sure, would put Dun- 
can's mind at ease, inasmuch as it would 
reassure him that we had nothing on him. 
Therefore, I felt quite certain that Duncan 
would not attempt to desert. So, leaving 
the suspect under the surveillance of army 
sleuths, I entrained for the South. 

Arriving in Huntington, I made cautious 
inquiries and found out that the woman who 
had written the love-letters to Duncan had 
been married for some time. I will call her 
'"Blake," though that is not her real name. 
I proceeded to her home, and knocked on 
the door. 

A SMALL, demure woman with dark 
hair and dark brown eyes responded 
to my summons. 

"Are you Mrs. Blake?" I asked. 
"Why, er, er — yes," she answered, with a 
rather frightened tremor in her voice. 

"I am Detective Parker from Mount 
Holly, New Jersey, and I have come down 
here to question you about Grover Landis 
Duncan." 

"About who?" snapped the woman, flush- 
ing. 

"About Grover Landis Duncan." 

"I know no one by that name 1" 

"Come now, Mrs. Blake," I said, "don't 
bluff me I" 

Thereupon I produced one of the letters 
she had written to Duncan, and, realizing 
that I knew the truth, she hastily invited 
me to step inside. 

"What's wrong, anyway?" she asked. 

"Your friend, Grover," I said slowly, 
"has murdered someone." 

"What?" 

"Yes. He murdered a man at Camp Dix 
on September ninth, last." 
"Oh, my God!" 

"Now, don't get excited, my dear lady, 
for I know you have nothing to do with 
this case." 

"I should say I haven't!" 

"All I came for," I said, "is the gun 
which Grover used in the murder." 

"The gun?" 

"Yes," I lied, "Grover has admitted to 
me that he gave you the gun when he came 
down here on a furlough early in Septem- 
ber." 

"But I haven't got the gun now," the wo- 
man replied. 

I had taken another long chance — and 
won. The woman admitted that Duncan 
had given her a gun ! 

"What did you do with it?" I asked. 

"Why, I gave it to my brother." 

"Where is he?" 

"He lives down in Tennessee." 

I warned Mrs. Blake not to write to Dun- 
can. This was more of a gesture than any- 
thing else, because I did not care if she 
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.vrote or not, inasmuch as Duncan's mail 
was being intercepted and any letters which 
she might have written to him would never 
have reached him. 

I now set out for a small town in the hills 
of Tennessee, and upon my arrival there I 
had little difficulty in locating Mrs. Blake's 
brother. I told him who I was and what 
my mission was, and asked him if he had 
the gun which his sister had given him some 
time previously. 

"No, I haven't got it. I gave it to a 
friend of mine who lives in Kentucky." 

"The weapon was an army forty-five cal- 
iber, wasn't it?" I asked 

The man nodded in the affirmative. Ob- 
taining the name and address of the man in 
Kentucky who had the gun, I immediately 
proceeded to a small town in the Blue Grass 
Slate, only to find that the person I wanted 
had gone to West Virginia. After a great 
deal of tedious probing, I obtained his ad- 
dress in West Virginia and proceeded there. 

When I located my man, I asked him if 
he had the gun, and to my delight he an- 
swered in the affirmative and produced it. 
Examining the weapon, I found that it was 
a ,45-caliber army automatic — number 
3?305. This, I gleefully noted, was the 
number of Gregor's missing gun! 

I had done considerable traveling — mak- 
ing a complete circle of a large part of the 
South — but I had obtained what I went 
after. And, to a detective, there's no thrill 
like that. 

WHEN I arrived back in Burlington 
County, I immediately had Duncan 
brought into my office. 

"Mr. Duncan," I said, "I have just come 
back from a little trip to the South, which 
I think you might be interested in. I have 
been talking with Mrs. Blake" — the man's 
face blanched at the mention of the wo- 
man's name — "and she made it possible 
for me to obtain the gun which you gave 
to her when you were down then: early in 
September." 



that Sells had asked him to help pull the 
hold-up at the Vogel residence, but because 
of his bride and remembering a previous 
prison term, he had refused. He claimed 
that he was in Los Angeles at the time 
of the double murder, but that upon read- 
ing it in the papers, he had felt positive 
Sells had committed the crime. Sligh and 
Sells had had a long criminal career to- 
gether, and knew each other and their 
mutual weaknesses. 

Following our talk with Sligh, we 
naturally doubled our efforts to get a con- 
fession from Sells. We also kept in touch 
with Chief Peterson, of Oakland, and his 
detectives. 

When the Chief learned that Sligh had 
told us, he hastened to Los Angeles, bring- 
ing with him the complete file on the Vogel 
case. Sells seemed amused when he saw 
Chief Peterson. They knew each other, 
Peterson having arrested Sells in connec- 
tion with the murder of the rooming-house 
keeper. And. knowing his man, the Chief 
wasted no words. 



"What gun?" asked Duncan, choking. 
"Sergeant Gregor's gun — the one you 
murdered him with !" 
"I'm innocent " 

"TN addition," I interrupted, "I also have 
J. the letter which you wrote to the fin- 
ger-print school in Chicago." 

Thereupon I drew the gun and the letter 
from my desk drawer and laid them before 
Duncan. 

"Now, then, Mr. Duncan," I said, "I'm 
just going to let you stay in jail a while and 
think things over 1" 

That's an old stunt of mine — putting 
murderers in jail and giving them kind 
treatment. When a man is accused of a 
murder and knows that society is crying 
for his blood, he wants kind treatment ; and 
when he gets it, he appreciates it more 
than anything else. I gave Duncan the 
kindest treatment possible under the cir- 
cumstances, and at no time permitted him 
to be bullied. 

Three months later— on April 28th, 1922, 
to be exact — Duncan sent for me and 
poured out a confession. 

Briefly, he said that he had got into 
a fight with Gregor while the two were 
near the woods skirting the Camp on 
the night of September 9th, and that, he 
had killed the man in self-defense. 

I did not believe this, as I thought — and 
still think — that robbery was the motive for 
the crime. However, I figured that I had 
done pretty well in obtaining a confession 
in a case on which I had started out with 
exactly — nothing. 

On Monday, May 29th, 1922, Duncan 
pleaded guilty to murder in the second de- 
gree, and was sentenced by Supreme Court 
Justice Samuel Kalish to serve from four- 
teen to thirty years in the New Jersey State 
Prison — an institution which houses sev- 
eral other murderers whom I have trapped 
or, rather, who have trapped themselves by 
uncorking plays of the bone-head variety 
similar to the ones Duncan pulled. 



Throughout the long night, Sells with- 
stood Peterson's determined grilling. He 
denied over and over that he had killed the 
Vogels — swore that he had no idea who 
did it. His questioner persisted — wouldn't 
be convinced. 

Chief Peterson drew from his folder the 
photographs taken at the scene of the crime. 
Step by step, he reenacted the murder — 
through the gate surrounding the massive 
grounds of the Vogel estate, down the 
driveway, onto the porch, into the hallway, 
up the stairs, and into the bedroom, he 
traced the murderer. He pointed out the 
blood-stained porch, the trail of blood 
across the hall, the dark stains upon the 
walls . . . 

Then the Chief launched into the tradi- 
tional and dreaded third-degree prelimi- 
naries. 

"'T'HERE'S where you pulled the old 
■I lady across the floor!" he fairly 
shouted. 

Sells only shook his head, and repeated : 




EARLE LIEDERMAN 
The Afuxc/e Builder 

Author of "MuscU Building," "Science of Wrestling," 
"Secrets of Strength," " Here's Health," "Endurance," etc. 




and I offered something that would give you ten years 
more to live, would you take it? You'd grab it. Well, 
fellows. I've got it. but don't wait till you're dying or it 
won't do you a bit of good. It will then be too late. Right 
now is the time. To-morrow or any day, some disease 
will get you and if you have not equipped yourself to fight 
it off, you're gone. I don't claim to cure disease. I am 
not a medical doctor, but I'll put you in such condition 
that the doctor will starve to death waiting for you to ake 
sick. Can you imagine a mosquito trying to bite a brick 
wall? A fine chance. 

A RE-BUILT MAN 
I like to get the weak ones. I delight in getting; hold of 
a man who has been turned down as hopeless by others. 
It's easy enough to finish a task that's more than half 
done. But give me the weak, sickly chap and watch him 
grow stronger. That's what I like. It s fun to me be- 
cause I know I can do it and 1 like to give the other fellow 
the laugh. I don't just give you a veneer of muscle that 
looks good to others. I work on you both inside and out. 
1 not only put big. massive arms and legs on you, but I 
build up those inner muscles that surround your vital 
organs. The kind that give you real pep and energy, 
the kind that fire you with ambition and the courage 
to tackle anything set before you. 

ALL I ASK IS NINETY DAYS 

Who says it takes years to get in shape? Show me the 
man who makes any such claims and I'll make him eat 
his words. I'll put one full inch on your arm. Yes, and 
two full inches on your chest in the same length of time. 
Meanwhile, I'm putting life and pep into your old back- 
bone. And from then on, just watch 'em grow. At the 
end of thirty days you won't know yourself. Your 
whole body will take on an entirely different appearance. 
But you've only started. Now comes the real work. 
I've only built my foundation. I want )Ust 60 days 
more (90 in all) and you'll make those friends of yours 
who think they're strong look like something the cat 
dragged in. 

A REAL MAN 

When I'm through with you you're a real man. The 
kind that can prove it. You will be able to do things you 
had thought impossible. And the beauty of it is you keep 
on going. Your deep full chest breathes in rich, pure air. 
stimulating your blood and making you just bubble over 
with vim and vitality. Your huge square shoulders and 
your massive muscular arms have that craving for the 
exercise of a regular he-man. You have the flash to your 
eye and the pep to your step that will make you admired 
and sought after in both the business and social world. 

Come then, for time flies and every day counts Let 
this very day be the beginning of new life to you 

Send for My New FREE 64-Page Book 

"MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT" 

It contains forty-eight full-page photographs of myself 
and some of the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. 
Some of these came to mc as pitiful weaklings, imploring 
me to help them. Look them over now and you will 
marvel at their present physiques. This book will prove 
an impetus and a real inspiration to you. It will thrill you 
through and through. This will not obligate you at all 
but for the sake of your future health and happiness do 
not put it off. Send to-day — right now before you turn 
this page. 

EARLE LIEDERMAN 
Dept. 5701 305 Broadway, N. Y. 



EARLE LIEDERMAN. Dept. 5701 
305 Broadway, New York City 

Dear Sir: Please send me, without obligation on my 
part whatever, a copy of your latest book, "Muscular 
Development." (Please write or print plainly.) 



Name Age. 



Street. 



City State. 
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Most Amazing 
INVENTION 

jni5y ear8 

"Ckamilp'joiQgetik 



FREE MACHINE 
FOR AGENTS 




WEEKLY IN 
SPARE TIMES 



Men, here is a wonder — the most sen- 
sational invention of the age I If you're 

looking for a rapid flro seller — an item that nets you 
100% profit — an Item that sells itself to 7 out of 10 
men on demonstration — I've got it In Ve-Po-Ad, the 
amazing new vest pocket adding machine! 

Sells for $2.95— You Make $1.65 

This most remarkable Invention does all the work of 
a $300 addinc machine, yet fits the Test pocket and sells 
for only $2,951 It sella on stent to storekeepers, busi- 
ness men, and everyono who usea fljmres — and makes you 
over 100% profit on every sale) Ve-Po-Ad does any 
kind of figuring In a jiffy, yet welchs but 4 oz. Counts 
op to a billion. Shows total risible at all times. Per- 
fectly accurate, llehtnlnir fast. Never makes a mistake 
or gets out or order. Over 100,000 In dally use. 

Get Your Machine FREE 

Live wire salesmen are droppinc everything else and 
flocking to Ve-Po-Ad. Ve-Po-Ad brings them quiclt 
money and lots of It. Shapiro out in California made 
$475 in one week! You can "clean up" tool Only 10 
aales a day in spare time will bring YOU over J05.00 
a week! You need no previous sales experience — Ve- 
Po-Ad sells ltselri If you are really interested in earn- 
ing a steady, substantial Inwmp, write at once for full 
details of my MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE VE- 
PO-AD given to new Agents. Do it NOW — TODAY] 

C. M. CLEARY, Dept. 460 

303 W. MONROE ST. CHICAGO, ILL 



Latest 

Model, 



EARN LADIES' 
RIST WATCH 

!.■:■■•' wrist watch of Intent dfV 
ii, 6* jewel en -f.-m !•■«"■! movement. 
25-yr. whit* Kold fancy engraved 
cane, with jewel tip. Send for only 13 
botes Mentho-Nova Salve. Sell at 25a 
of. Watch (Ivan according to offer in 
Catalog aent with Salve or ca«h uommiaaion paid. 
Send no money, jiml name and address today. 

. S. SUPPLY CO., Dept. P S31, Greenville, Pa, 




Clear-Tone 
Clears the Skin 

Clear- Tone is a penetrating, purifying lo- 
tion, used at night with astounding success 
to clear the skin of pimples, blotches, black' 
heads and other annoying, unsightly skin 
irritations due to external causes. More 
than one-half million persons have cleared 
their skins with Clear-Tone in the last 12 
years. "Complexion Tragedies with Happy 
Endings", filled with facts supplied by 
Clear-Tone users sent Free on request, 
Clear-Tone can be had at your druggist— or 
direct from us. Givens Chemical Co., 2403 
Southwest Boulevard, Kansas City, Mo. 

Home-Study 

Business Training 

Your opportunity will never be bigger than your 
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewardB of 
early Bucceaa. Free 64 Pas e Books Tell How. Write 
NOW for book you want, or mail coupon with your 
name, present position and address in margin today. 

□ Higher Accountancy □ Business Correspondence 

□ Modern Salesmanship □Credit and Collection 
OTraffic Management Correspondence 

H Railway Station Mgmt □ Modern Foremanship 

□ Railway Accounting OPersonnel Management 

□ Law — Degree of LL.B. □ Expert Bookkeeping: 

□ Commercial Law DC. P. A. Coachiwg 

□ Industrial Management □Business English 

□ Banking and Finance □Commercial Spanish 
□Telegraphy □ Elfectlve Speaking 

□ Business Management □Stenotypy— Stenography 
LaSallc Extension University, Dept. 1 7 i-R, Chicago 



"I had nothing to do with it — nothing I" 
"Better confess, Sells ! Come clean ! 

You killed them ! We know you did it. and 

by the great Jehovah, we're going to prove 

it!" bellowed the Chief. 

Sells got to his feet with a semblance of 

a sneer upon his face. 

"I've told you I didn't kill them," he said 

quietly. 

The Chief dramatically snatched a photo- 
graph from the group. With his fore- 
finger, he indicated the battered faces, the 
broken and bruised bodies of the victims, 
then swung accusingly to Sells. 

"You killed that man! You killed that 
helpless old woman !" he shouted full into 
the suspect's face. 

Sells blanched, closed his eyes, seemed 
about to fall. Then he regained his poise 
and threw back his head. 

"Don't be a damned fool !" he said, and 
turned away. 

Then followed a scene to "break" the 
prisoner that will linger in the memories of 
some of us old veterans of the Dicks' 
Bureau to our dying days. After two days 
of this, Chief Peterson returned to Oak- 
land, satisfied that Sells was the man he 
wanted, but — minus the confession. 

Sells was returned to the county jail to 
await trial on the Harlow job. Force and 
violence would never break him ; we were 
sure of that. 

What would? 

"They say that the way to a man's heart 
is through his stomach," mused Oaks a few 
days later. 

"Then, let's feed the brute !" I wise- 
cracked in reply. 

And — with that reply — there came an 
idea. 

AFTER a long talk, we went to Chief 
. Sebastian and told him what we had 
in mind. We wanted the Chief's big car, 
we told him, with every night off and Sells 
as our companion, to go and do as we 
pleased. Telling us to be careful and not 
let Sells escape, he granted our request. 

Then began the strangest third degree 
ever given a prisoner. Long, lonely drives 
over mountain roads. Oaks driving the big 
car, and I in the rear seat with Sells hand- 
cuffed to my left wrist, were part of it. No 
weapons were cn my person, but Oaks was 
well-heeled and on guard. We knew the 
caliber of our man, and took no chances. 
At the beach cafes we had nightly dinners, 
stated together at side tables, where we 
watched the dancers and made merry with 
them. And no one knew that Sells and my- 
self were handcuffed together. 

In those nightly trips, we were fishing 
as we had never fished before. We were 
learning our man and his weaknesses, miss- 
ing nothing. We found that Sells was a 
fiend for applc-pic and doughnuts. Every 
night we bought an apple-pic and a bag of 
doughnuts, and slipped them into his cell 
when we returned him. 

Each night we took a different route, 
and ate at a different road-house; but it 
was always the same old conversation, car- 
ried on in a friendly manner — the Vogel 
double murder. And — always — the apple- 
pie and doughnuts — until I thought that so 
much pastry would sink a battle-ship. But 
not Sells ! That was his weakness — apple- 
pic and doughnuts. 

He told us, as he warmed up to us on 



those nightly excursions, of train hold-ups, 
pay-roll robberies, of chloroform used to 
put his victims out, of a night watchman 
who was put to sleep witli this drug while 
he and his pals blew the safe, of a hun- 
dred and one crimes committed ; but he 
would not talk of the Vogel double murder. 
Always, when we returned to the subject, 
he became silent. Then came the return to 
the cell block, and the load of — apple-pie 
and doughnuts. 

Then came the night — you know, there is 
always a night — at Ocean Park. We had 
just left the Breakers Cafe. I had started 
the old, old subject. . . . 

"Tell me all about it. AI," I pleaded. 
"Give me the low-down on the job! I want 
the truth in this case more than I have 
ever wanted anything in my life. You are 
the only boy that can produce." 

THERE came silence — a long silence, 
from Sells. He was thinking, thinking, 
long and deep. I let him rest, for some- 
thing told me he was on the verge; that he 
was at his rope's end ; that truth crushed 
to earth was about to arise, as it always 
will. 

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, 
Sells turned half-way in his seat and started 
to cry. And when I say cry, I mean cry. 
This human bulldog was actually in tears 
that came thick and fast, while deep sobs 
racked his body. It seemed that something 
away back was calling to this human ter- 
ror. Maybe a mother, long departed — who 
knows? But something was calling within 
him ; God's hand in the offing was backing 
him to the wall at the end of a long crimi- 
nal journey. 

Sells was breaking, not with the dreaded 
third degree of force and violence, but with 
kindness such as he had. perhaps, never 
known in all his miserable life — the kind- 
ness we had bestowed upon him. Rides in 
the lonely hills ; moonlight trips to the sea- 
shore ; the bright lights of the cafes, 
backed up with apple-pie and doughnuts to 
his hard heart's content. 

Finally, he ceased sobbing and, looking 
me straight in the eye, asked the compli- 
cated question : 

"King, if I should happen to know a man 
who knew a man who pulled that Vogel job, 
could you promise that man that he would 
be safe in telling the man who pulled the 
job that he would not walk up the stairs?" 

I knew that "the stairs" meant the thir- 
teen steps to the gallows, and so I was 
forced to tell him : "No. I am only an 
officer. I have no right to promise any- 
thing like that. Such a promise must come 
from the District Attorney, or the judge of 
some superior court." 

He was very quiet again, and I was 
afraid he was slipping back to the no-tell 
attitude. I pressed him further, and finally 
promised him I would get in touch with 
the D. A. of Alameda County by wire as 
soon as we returned to the police station. 

A telegram dispatched to Deputy \ttor- 
ney Hyncs, of Alameda County, brought 
back the reply : 

"Promise him nothing." 

The night was rapidly passing. Sells 
was the murderer. It had been a one-man 
job with no witnesses. He was bitterly 
afraid of death. Unless I could persuade 
the Oakland authorities to promise him 
immunity, the crime would probably re- 
main officially a mystery always. I rushed 
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another wire to District Attorney Hynes, 
urging him to reconsider. 

HYNES got in touch with a superior 
court judge in Alameda County, and at 
last, in the early morning hours, there came 
a telegram telling us to promise Sells im- 
munity from death, but nothing more, in 
exchange for his confession. 

When I handed the wire to Sells, he 
turned, and asked several of those present 
to sign it; then folded it carefully and 
placed it in his pocket. 

"Now call your pencil pusher," he said 
quietly, "and I will tell you fellows all 
about it . . . But, first, I want to say that 
in all my experience of years with the bulls 
— and I have met and been handled by many 
of them — you have shown me more real 
kindness than I ever thought could be tied 
up in the carcass of a copper, and / am 
telling you tt'/io/ no person on earth but 
you fellows could get!" 

In the confession which followed, Sells 
tried to implicate a mysterious pal whom 
he had "met only once and never saw 
again" — just a fanciful crime child of his 
own miserable brain, who never existed 
except in his own imagination. He seemed 
to think that in some way the presence 
of this "pal" might lessen the terrible 
crime that he, and he alone, had com- 
mitted. That no pal ever existed, was 
agreed to by all who became familiar with 
the case in years that followed. 

During the confession, he also tried in 
his pitiful way to lessen the brutality of 
the crime by saying that he did not remem- 
ber striking the "old lady," as he called 
her, when in truth he had almost beaten 
her brains out with the same gun which 
he had taken from Harry Raymond in the 
Harlow hold-up. 

Then followed his trial for the robbery 
cf Harlow and the two detectives. Sells 
entered a plea of guilty, and was given 
a life sentence at San Quentin by Judge 
Gavin Craig, who took into consideration 
his previous prison term for the killing 
of the rooming-house keeper, as well as 
his confession to the Vogel double murder. 

After the trial, I had him explain in de- 
tail the events that led up to the killing of 
the Vogels ; how he first learned of them, 
and what happened just before and after 
the murder. The confession alone, uncor- 
roborated, was not enough to convict him. 

He told me that a male nurse by the 
name of Cox had taken care of Vogel, 
Sr., and had learned that he had much 
money in the house at all times, which he 
kept in the mattress. First he had ap- 
proached Sligh, as he feared Cox would 
be recognized ; but Sligh had refused. 

I explained to him that I must have 
something more — I must place him on the 
ground if his story were to be believed. 
He told me of a ball game that was being 
played by teams of small boys, and how he 
had played with them as a stall while he 
waited for the servant-girl to leave the 
Vogel home. 

He added the information that he had 
met a woman on a plank bridging a stream, 
and that he had smiled at her and she had 
smiled at him when he had touched his 
hat. 

If we could find those boys and this 
woman, they could place him on the ground. 

Oaks and I went to Oakland to assist 
the Oakland officers, and were successful 



in locating the boys and the little house- 
wife with the winning smile. All identi- 
fied Sells, picking him from among many 
prisoners. 

Then came another trial in Oakland, and 
Alfred L. Sells became a man with two 
life sentences on his miserable shoulders. 

I took pity on the poor wretch, lost as 
he was to the world and society, and in 
my meager way gave him what comfort 
I could during the long, lonely years that 
followed. I wrote to him at times to try 
and cheer him up, fully realizing that he 
was not deserving of sympathy, but know- 
ing him as few others could possibly have 
known him. 

IN me he placed his trust. In me he con- 
fided his pitiable secrets. To me he en- 
trusted his most sacred worldly posses- 
sion — a tiny picture of a tiny baby girl ; a 
treasure so dear that he could not bear to 
think of having it in a prison cell with 
him. 

Along with this precious mite's picture 
was a little note-book — to me and the rest 
of the world, a mystery ; to Sells, a book 
full of meaning, notes on his crimes, dates 
on pages yellow now with age. 

These treasures I still have in my posses- 
sion. I cannot find the heart to destroy 
them, for to him they were priceless. A 
lonely, wretched, miserable creature en- 
trusted them into my keeping, and in my 
keeping they shall remain to the end. 

During those years in prison, I saw and 
talked with him many times. He usually 
wound up our conversation with the re- 
mark: "King, have you ever found out 
for me how I can do that second life term? 
That is all I have on my mind, except 
those wonderful apple-pies and those 
luscious doughnuts fed to me on those 
nights when I was so closely attached to 
you in the rear seat of the Chief's car in 
and about Los Angeles." 

Sells was a morose and vicious prisoner, 
feared by his guards and fellow convicts — 
always on the alert for a chance to escape. 
Fond of liquor, he made a drink in his 
prison cell that would kill a mule. Hidden 
beneath the mattress, he kept a can. He 
traded his tobacco to the trusties in the 
kitchen for prunes and corn-meal. These 
he mixed with water and let ferment for 
weeks. Then he would drink it off and 
fall into a stupor. This happened three 
times, and is a good example of how diffi- 
cult it is to enforce Prohibition. When a 
prisoner on the inside can make it, what 
can the authorities expect of the fellow 
on the outside? 

Following these liquor operations, the 
guards came in regularly and tore up his 
bed, not allowing him an opportunity to 
operate his still any more. He became 
desperate. In some way, he acquired 
thirty feet of rope and a large hook, which 
he hid beneath a pile of lumber. 

He carried straw into his cell, and secret- 
ed an extra pair of old overalls, a jumper 
and an old cap, such as are worn in that 
prison. With these he made a dummy, 
which he placed one day in his cell with 
its legs crossed and a cigarette in the 
mouth, to look as nearly like himself as 
possible ! 

At lock-up time, the guard inspected the 
cells, saw the dummy, and reported all 
present. 

But Fate fooled Sells once more. 
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Scientific Boxing 
wins every time 

"The bigger they are, the harder they 
fall," said crafty Bob Fitzsimmons — he 
knew that science beats mere brute strength 
every time. 

You can go up against much bigger and 
stronger men and beat them to a frazzle if 
yon know the science of boxing. 

And it's not hard to learn. In fact, it's easier to 
learn boxing by the scientific Marshall Stillman 
System than by old fashioned hit-or-miss methods. 

The Marshall Stillman System of teaching is 
based upon the principles of boxing employed by 
the world's best fighters. You will marvel at how 
easy it is to strike punishing blows, to guard, 
feint duck, block, when you knmv these principles. 

All the lessons are illustrated — each step is 
posed by two expert boxers. 

When you have learned the principles of hitting, 
guarding, etc., you are taught SHADOW BOXIXG. 
Each round combines the best blows and guards 
used in the ring— the Jack Dempsey Triple, the 
Benny Leonard Triple, the Fitzsimmons Shift, the 
Mike Donovan Double Blow, etc. You are taught 
valuable hints on in-fighting, boxing a taller op- 
ponent, ring generalship, and the secret tricks 
used by famous professionals. 

The course includes a complete set of Muscle- 
Imilding and Breathing Exercises with instructions 
on Training. 

JIU-JITSU AND WRESTLING. The te«sons 
we give you in Jiu-jitsu will teach you how to 
cripple any thug you may encounter— to disarm 
him, to break a strangle hold, to throw him if he 
Krahs you from lielnnd. In Wrestling you are taught 
the best holds, such as the Gotch Toe Hold, the 
Stechcr Scissor Hold, the Headlock. etc 
,„ w !i h ,-' 1,e cours e we give you FREE a History o! 
World Famous Boxers — their pictures, ring side views, 
and descriptions ol their style, inside stories, etc 

Complete Course 97 
BOXING #£ 
Jiu-Jitsu & Wrestling J^r^' 

10-Day Trial. Send No Money. Simply fill in and 
mail the coupon for 10-day trial. When you have the 
course in your hands deposit $2.97, plus the actual 
postage, with the postman. Use course 10 days. If 
you go on with it, there is nothing more to pay. Hut 
if for any reason you are not entirely satisfied, re- 
turn course and get deposit back at once. 

MARSHALL STILLMAN ASSOCIATION 
Dept. 1-E, 247 Park Avenue New York 

10 Day Trial 

J MARSHALL STILLMAN ASSOCIATION 

I Dept. 1-E, 247 Park Avenue, New York | 

^ Send on 10 day approval complete Self Defense f 

I Course. I will deposit $2.97 plus postage, with . 

I postman. I will return course in 10 days if not I 

| satisfactory and money will be refunded. 

| Name j 

| Street | 

| City I 

(Outside U. S. A. — cash with order) 
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WANT 

#1260fo #3400 
^ YEAR? 



^&sr Work £or 
"UNCLE 

SAM" 
Men-Women 
18 to 50 

STEADY WORK 

PICK YOUR JOB 

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK 

Railway Po«tal Cl*rk« get $1,900 the fimt year. S7S.00 *ach Kmi-monthly 
pay day. Their pay « quitkly InemMd. the maximum bonus 5-.7W 
• year. $112.50 each pay day. Examinations coming noon. 

TRAVEL— SEC YOUR COUNTRY 

Railway Poatat Clerks, like all Government employee*, have ft yearly 
vacation ot 16 working days (about la day**. They travel on a part 
when on bii*incan and oee the country. When away from home they get 
allowance for hotel. 

CITY MAIL CARRIERS, POSTOFFICE CLERKS 

Clerk* and carriers nnw commence at $1,700 a year and automatically 
increase $100 a year to $2,100 and $2.:t00. They also have 15 day* paid 
ncation. Many February examinations. City residence is unnecessary. 

GOVERNMENT CLERK (FILE CLERK) 
(Open to men and women 18 or over) 

Salary $1,260 to $2,100 and $2,500 a year. Pleaaant clerical and filinj 
Work in the various government department* at Waahinnton, D. C. and 
Other cities throughout the country. 

GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 

Fill out the coupon. Tear it off and mail it today — 
DO IT NOW — Thit investment of two centa for a postage stamp may 
<6t you a Government Job. 

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, 

Dept. D203, Rochester, N. Y. 

Rush to me. free of chance (1) a full description of th* position checked 
below; (2) Free Copy of BMMflH book. "How to Get i» U. S. Govern* 
f&ent Job;" (3) A list of the U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable: 

O Railway Postal Clerk ($1900-$2700) 

O Pontoffice Clerk ($1700-$2300) 

O City Mall Carrier ($1700-$21 00) 

O Rural Mail Carrier ($2100-$3300) 

□ General Clerk— File Clerk... ($1260-$2500) 

P Inspector of Customs ($2100 up) 

Name 

Address 

Use This Coupon Before Vou Mislay It. 

BE A DETECTIVE 

Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars, FREE. Write NOW to 
GEORGE E. WAGNER. 2190 Broadw»y. N. Y . 

-SPARE TIME 

1 ^^weekly. We furnish complete outfit of 
1000 samples. Silks, rayons, percales, 
''dainty prints. Exclusiveterritory 
Write today for FREE Plan. 
'MITCHELL & CHURCH CO. 
Dept. 207, Binghamton, N. " 




GRAY HAIR 

GOES IN 10 MINUTES! 

Money back if it fades 
againl My French 
MAGI Compound 
leaves no streaks. No 
stains on linen. Stands 
any amount of wash- 
ing, shampooing and 
curling. Leaves hair 
soft and silky. Easily 
applied in few minutes. Only one application. 18 

colors. $2.00 outfit for only $1.45, to introduce quickly. 
Send M.O., check or stamps or pay C.O.D. plus 20 cents 
postage. I guarantee you will be greatly pleased. Plain 
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When all was set for the getaway, a 
letter arrived, and, strange as it may 
seem, the letter was from myself, in an- 
swer to one he had written me some weeks 
before. The mail is distributed after the 
evening lock-up, by a trusty. This trusty 
came along down the cell block from tier 
to tier, calling as he walked: 

"A letter for you, Number 245341" A 
card for you, Number 23654! A letter for 
you, Number 45678 1" — and so on. Finally 
he came to the cell of the double murderer. 

"A letter for you, Number 23606!" 

No response. 

"A letter for you, Number 23606 1" 
Still no response. Shading his eyes with 
his cupped hands, the trusty gazed into 
the cell, then ran for the Captain of the 
Guard. The dummy was discovered ! 

Whistles blew — bells rang — sounds that 
all prison inmates knew meant only one 
thing — an escape. And each inmate 
breathed a prayer that the boy would be 
successful, and God be with him! 

ALL guards on and off duty were called 
to the prison, and the hunt was on. 
Away over the surrounding hills rode the 
squads with their horses and their 30-30s. 
Morning came, but not success. A second 
search of the prison yard was made, and — 
Sells was found beneath the pile of lumber, 
the thirty feet of rope wound around his 
waist. He could not make the wall ! 

Then came bitter days in solitary confine- 
ment for the poor wretch — days of misery, 
until a forgiving warden finally allowed 
him to come from the hole and mingle with 
his brother convicts. 
Eventually all recidivists, or those who 



had served more than one term in prison, 
were transferred from San Quentin to 
Folsom State Prison. With this horde 
went Sells, the human bulldog, more mo- 
rose, more sullen, more bitter than ever. 
Soured on the world in general, grieved 
and disappointed, he lived a life of utter 
misery at Folsom. 

He often prayed, he said, for an earth- 
quake that would pull down the walls of 
that hell on earth, or for a revolution that 
would permit the hordes to swarm over 
the walls to freedom. He often confided 
to me that his one great ambition was a 
Missouri mule and five acres of river- 
bottom land — and a life of bitter memories. 

He also told me, during his confinement, 
that if capital punishment were abolished 
in California, there were three persons 
whom he intended to "croak." Two of them 
were convicts — squealers, in the prison 
with him. The third was an attorney on 
the outside. But he was afraid of death, 
and so long as they could hang him in Cal- 
ifornia, he would keep his hands off. A 
good example, he was, of why capital pun- 
ishment should not be abolished ! 

In 1925, Alfred L. Sells died on the 
operating-table in the hospital at Folsom, 
while undergoing an operation for ulcers 
of the stomach. He went to the operating- 
table a broken man, steeped in bitterness 
and hatred, the wreck of a misspent life. 
And he died a man without a name, for he 
had confided to me the fact that his people 
were of the best; that the name, "Alfred 
L. Sells," was only an alias, assumed to 
cover up his identity; and that he would 
never, to me or to any other human being, 
reveal his true name. 



"Take Him for a Ride!" 

{Continued from page 41) 



Although decidedly reluctant to make 
any statement whatsoever, Audrey was 
finally prevailed upon to verify the facts 
given us by her friend, Geraldine. Further 
than that, she would not go. 

"I want to see an attorney before I do 
any talking," she reiterated. 

"Then you do have guilty knowledge of 
this murder," I remarked. 

"I do not " 

"Perhaps you recognize this picture." 
Once more, Captain Bright produced the 
dead man's photograph. 

AUDREY glanced at it without quailing. 
"It's Jimmy, all right," was the sullen 
response. 

"You knew him as Jimmy Brady?" 
"Yes." 

"Where can wc locate his friend, Henry 
Baroni ?" 

"How should I know?" 

"Weren't you his sweetheart ?" I took a 
long guess at this, and was rewarded when 
I saw a deep flush dye the girl's olive skin. 

"Not exactly," she answered. , 

"What is the name of this third man — 
the other Italian who called at your apart- 
ment last night with Jimmy and Henry?" 

To our surprise, the girl answered 
promptly. 

"They called him Dominick. I think 
his last name was Leo. Dominick Leo." 

"Then it must have been Leo and 
Baroni who took Brady for a ride," Cap- 



tain Bright said. "Why should they want 
to kill their friend?" 

"They wouldn't do that! All three of 
the boys were good friends. Someone 
else . . ." 

"Then, hozv do yon account for Baroni 
and Leo coming back to the Venice apart- 
ment in the middle of the night without 
Brady?" Captain Bright snapped. "Why 
did they return there at four o'clock in 
the morning, pack their belongings and 
leave? Why did you two girls follow 
them as quickly as you could?" 

Audrey Morosco's gray eyes were fast- 
ened upon the purse in her lap. She would 
not meet Captain Bright's accusing gaze, 
nor make any reply to his rapid-fire 
questioning. 

The officer turned to the other girl. 

"And you, Mrs. Forrester — can you 
give me the answer to any of those ques- 
tions ?" he demanded. 

"Why, yes, I think I can. When — when 
the boys came back this morning, they 
asked us to make them some coffee. They 
said Jimmy'd gone to San Francisco and 
they were going to follow him. That's 
why we all suddenly made up our minds 
to give up our apartments." She looked 
from one to the other of us, as if be- 
seeching us to believe her far-fetched 
explanation. 

Captain Bright regarded her pityingly. 

"You're very loyal, aren't you? But 
you must know that your statements don't 
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ring true. Why won't you try to help us 
find the murderer? Didn't Jimmy mean 
enough to you for that?" 

Gcraldine's eyes filled. "He was — my 
friend," she murmured. "He was good 
to me . . ." 

'"Theft, don't you feel you owe it to 
him to see that his slayers are punished?" 

"But I can't help you, I tell you ! I 
don't know who they are." 

I intervened at this point. 

"Perhaps your husband could throw 
some light on this subject," I suggested. 

"Who — Orville?" Mrs. Forrester's tone 
was frankly incredulous. "He wouldn't 
know anything about it !" 

"Where can we find him?" 

"I don't know." 

"When did you last see him?" 

"When? . . . Yesterday afternoon." 

"Rather recently, eh? Under what 
circumstances ?" 

"I wanted him to give me my clothes. 
He had the key to our house and wouldn't 
give it to me." 

"Where did you meet him?" 

"In a hotel." 

"What hotel?" 

"Does it make any difference?" 

"It is important for us to know, and we 
shall find out anyway. What hotel was 
it ?" 

"The Louise. I rode in town with the 
boys." 

"Were they with you when you met 
vour husband?" 
"Yes." 

Captain Bright regarded her quizzically. 
"You surely realize that that throws an 
entirely different light on the situation, 
Mrs. Forrester. Wouldn't your husband 
resent seeing you with these men ? Isn't 
it possible he might have killed this man, 
Brady, out of jealousy?" 

"I don't know. I don't think he was 
jealous." 

"It appears to me that he'd have some 
reason to be — knowing that another man 
was interested in his wife." 

"I can't say as to that." She shrugged. 

"Well, one more question. Where do 
your friends keep their Packard roadster?" 
. "I haven't the faintest idea. There's no 
use asking me any more questions. I've 
told you all I know." And with those 
words, the interview was terminated. 

The two girls were then escorted back 
to the women's quarters in the county 
jail. 

IT was now nearing 3 A. M., and both 
Captain Bright and I were beginning 
to feel the strain of the day's intensive 
effort. However, all thought of personal 
discomfort fled a few minutes later, when 
Brewster and Corsini made a triumphant 
entry into the office with a dejected- 
looking young man, obviously of Italian 
extraction, in custody. 

"Here's the guy we staked for at the 
Californian," Brewster announced. "He 
sure keeps late hours ! Says his name's 
Frank Rocco, and that he and his buddy, 
Dominick Leo, hang out at the Louise 
Hotel. We got that much out of him, so 
I figure he must be the bird who regis- 
tered at the King Apartments as Henry 
Baroni. If we're right, that accounts for 
all three of the boy friends. We've sent 
some officers to the Louise to wait for 
Leo." 

The words were scarcely out of his 



mouth, when Deputy Sheriff Croushorn j 
and Detective E. D. Romero appeared in 
the doorway with still another prisoner, 
handcuffed to Croushorn. 

"Here's Dominick Leo, Captain 1" Crous- 
horn led his captive into the room. "Found 
him in Room Five-O-Seven at the 
Louise." 

Both men were searched. On the per- 
son of Rocco, alias Baroni, were found 
two receipted statements for room rent 
at the King Apartments, made out in the 
name of James Brady. 

Despite the lateness of the hour, state- 
ments were taken from both prisoners, 
though not in each other's presence. 

Rocco made a sweeping denial of any 
knowledge whatever concerning the mur- 
der. Shown a picture of the dead man. 
he professed not to recognize him. He 
disclaimed acquaintance with Audrey Mor- 
osco or Geraldine Forrester, and even 
when confronted by the two women, 
stoutly denied ever having seen them 
before. 

I THEN produced the receipted bills for 
room rent, bearing Brady's name. 
"What are you doing with those in 
your possession?" 

"I found those on a table in my apart- 
ment. This guy, Brady, I guess his name 
was, came to my room and asked me to 
lend him fifteen or twenty dollars. I didn't 
know this fellow, but I figured, 'What's 
fifteen or twenty bucks?' — and I let him 
have it." 

"You gave a stranger fifteen or twenty 
dollars?" 

"Sure . . . What'th' hell!" The Italian 
shrugged his shoulders expressively. 

"What are you lying for? WHY 
DON'T YOU TELL WHY YOU 
KILLED HIM?" 

"Me?" The prisoner assumed a look 
of outraged innocence. "I don't kill any- 
body !" 

"We have positive proof that you've 
been driving a Packard roadster. Where 
did you get it?" 

"I bought that car in Maine, and drove 
it out here with Leo." 

"Where is it now?" 

"Now? ... I don't know. Stolen, I 
guess." 

"You mean, you don't want to tell where 
it is. What would you say if I told you 
that we know that Packard was stolen 
in New Yoik City?" 

"I'd say it's not so." 

"What are you doing for a living?" 

"Nothin'." 

"What has been your racket?" 

"Bootlegger." Rocco's attention was 
suddenly drawn to Clegg, the stenog- 
rapher who sat at a near-by table, record- 
ing in shorthand the suspect's every word. 
"What's he puttin' down there?" 

"Just what is being said in this room. 
You realize, of course, that anything you 
may say can be used against you." 

"Go ahead. I've got nothing to worn- 
about." 

"Good ! Where did you go on the night 
of February twenty-eighth, after you and 
Leo and Brady left the King Apartments 
at eleven o'clock?" 

"Leo and I drove in town to the Louise 
Hotel. Stayed there all night. This guy, 
Brady, wasn't with us." 

"That's all. Oh, yes, one thing more. 
What did you say to Forrester when 
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you ami Geraldine and those other fellows 
met him at the hotel yesterday?" 

"Forrester?" The suspect made a show 
of searching his memory. "Oh, some guy 
come up to me and says, 'W here's my 
ivtfe?' There was a blonde there. Maybe 
he meant her. I don't know her name." 

"What did you answer?" 

"Told him I didn't know anything about 
anybody's wife." 

"All right. That's all for to-night. 
Lock him up, Brewster." 

When Rocco had gone, Croushorn and 
Romero ushered the second suspect into 
the office. 

Dominick Leo's statement differed some- 
what from that of Rocco. He admitted 
knowing Geraldine Forrester and Audrey 
Morosco, and after much quizzing ac- 
knowledged that he had seen Brady about 
the Louise Hotel occasionally, but denied 
that Brady had occupied an apartment at 
Venice with Rocco. He, too, disclaimed 
all knowledge of the present whereabouts 
of the Packard roadster. 

"When did you last ride in it?" he was 
asked. 

"Yesterday morning." 

"What time?" 

"About three-thirty in the morning. 
Rocco woke me up and said, 'Let's take 
a ride,' so I got up and we took a short 
ride. Came back in about half an hour." 

"Where did you put the car?" 

"Left it on the street. It stayed there 
all night, I guess. I haven't seen it since." 

"Strikes me that three-thirty in the 
morning is a rather unusual time to get up 
and go for a ride," commented Captain 
Bright. "What was the idea?" 

"There wasn't any." 

"As a matter of fact, that's about the 
time you and Rocco got back from Ven- 
tura County, wasn't it?" 

"We didn't go nowhere. Didn't leave 
the city." 

"Did you ever hear Brady say where he 
came from ?" 

"New York. His folks live back there, 
I believe." 

"You know that 'Brady' is not this man's 
true name. There never was an Italian 
named 'Brady.' " 

"Well, that's the only name I knew 
htm by, anyway," Leo said stubbornly. 

Convinced that further information 
would not be forthcoming from Leo that 
night, he, too, was ordered taken to a cell. 

Acting upon Leo's tip, Captain Bright 
dictated a telegram to John O'Brien, chief 
inspector of police, New York City, con- 
taining a complete description of the mur- 
dered man and his finger-print classifica- 
tion, together with similar information re- 
garding his suspected slayers. 

Then, at 4 A. M., after eighteen hours 
of almost continuous questioning of sus- 
pects, Captain Bright and I sought our 
homes, to snatch a few hours' sleep. 

AN answer to our New York telegram 
informed us that "James Brady" had 
been positively identified by his finger-print 
classification as one Carmine Buono. (See 
photo of Buono on title page.) 

On the afternoon of the next day, 
March 2nd, Detectives Corsini and Ro- 
mero conducted a diligent search of the 
vicinities of the Californian and Louise 
Hotels in a vain quest for the Packard 
roadster bearing Maine license plates. 
Failing to locate such an automobile, their 
energies were next directed toward a can- 



vass of Venice garages. It was there that 
the first definite clue concerning the sus- 
pected murder-car was obtained. 

One Rock Hume, garage mechanic at 
115 Windward Avenue, Venice, distinctly 
recalled having serviced a gray Packard 
roadster during the early morning hours of 
March 1st. 

"That car came in between three and 
four o'clock in the morning," Hume de- 
clared. "It had a State of Maine license 
on it. I asked the man ... he was a 
young Italian, about twenty-four years 
old, I'd judge . . . what part of Maine 
he came from. He said Portland. I used 
to live back there, and we had quite a 
conversation about Portland. He must've 
stayed with me about forty minutes." 

"Forty minutes ?" 

"Yes, forty minutes. Then, he went 
away. About a quarter of an hour later 
he came back in quite a hurry. Said he 
had to go right out. He asked me to sell 
him a pint of gasoline, to take some stains 
off his clothes. I filled an empty gin 
bottle with gas and gave it to him. When 
I told him there was no charge for the 
gas, he tossed me a quarter and says, 'Buy 
yourself a smoke!' And I noticed he had 
on a gray overcoat the second time he 
came in. He wasn't wearing it when I 
first saw him." 

"■p\ID you notice anything peculiar about 
L» the car — such as blood stains, for 
instance?" he was asked. 

"No. I was just going to wipe the 
car off when the man came back, almost at 
a run, and drove it away." 

After thanking Hume for the valuable 
information furnished, the officers re- 
turned to Los Angeles. However, the 
whereabouts of the gray Packard road- 
ster was still unknown. 

It was through an anonymous tele- 
phone tip received by Deputy Sheriff 
D. S. Hackett that the murder-car was 
finally located. 

The informant stated that a Packard 
straight-eight roadster, bearing Maine 
license plates No. 25055 — and with a 
number of blood stains upon the up- 
holstery, and several bullet holes — was 
parked in a garage at 1507 Echo Park 
Avenue, Los Angeles. 

Detectives Corsini, Romero and Torres 
were immediately dispatched to the ad- 
dress given. There, indeed, was the 
Packard roadster, and bearing gruesome 
evidence of having been used in a brutal 
slaying! 

Blood stains appeared on the cushions, 
curtains and woodwork. A bullet hole 
was found on the right-hand side curtain 
"weather-strip;" another through the 
roof of the "California" top. (See pic- 
tures of the automobile on page 41.) 
Close to a rear rib of the top was spat- 
tered a substance which appeared to be 
human brain-matter. In a side pocket of 
the car was stuffed a gin bottle contain- 
ing a small quantity of gasoline. 

The officers at once summoned photog- 
raphers and finger-print men from Head- 
quarters. Pictures of the automobile and 
all latent prints found on it were immedi- 
ately taken. This done, the car was 
driven to the Central police station and 
placed in storage. 

B. M. Parker, owner of the garage in 
which the car was parked, cooperated with 
the police to the best of his ability, and 
volunteered information which served still 
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further to point the finger of suspicion 
toward the suspects, Rocco and Leo. 

Parker stated that between 10 and 11 
P. M. on Friday night, March 1st (ap- 
proximately fifteen hours after the body 
of Brady had been discovered), the 
Packard roadster in question was driven 
into his garage by two young men, both of 
whom appeared to be of foreign nation- 
ality. 

They* had ordered the proprietor to park 
the car in the rear of the garage, giving 
as their reason for this, that they "didn't 
want the fenders damaged." Notwith- 
standing, Parker had driven the roadster 
into stall number eleven, almost in the 
center of the garage. 

THE night attendant, E. R. Renaker, had 
then dusted the outside of the car, inci- 
dentally removing most possible telltale 
finger-prints. 

Questioned as to whether or not he had 
observed blood stains upon the upholstery, 
Renaker declared that the side curtains 
were up at the time he dusted the car, 
and lie had not observed the interior of 
the vehicle. He admitted, however, hav- 
ing noticed a "cut" in one side curtain, 
which might have been made by a bullet. 

It now remained to locate the husband 
of Geraldine Forrester. This was soon 
accomplished. 

The Police Department "make-sheet" — 
a bulletin published daily, showing a record 
of arrests during the preceding twenty- 
four hours — included the name of Orville 
Forrester, with the notation, "suspicion of 
burglary." This charge, it developed, was 
entirely unfounded. Forrester's arrest 
was brought about by an overzealous citi- 
zen who saw him in the act of removing 
what proved to be some of his personal 
effects from his own home. 

Brought to Captain Bright's office and 
informed merely that a murder had been 
committed, Forrester instantly expressed 
fear for his wife's safety. 

"Don't tell me they got Jerry!" he 
pleaded, his face blanching. 

"What makes you think anyone would 
'get' her?" 

"Then it wasn't Jerry — thank God ! I 
was afraid. . . . She's been living some- 
where with a girl. This girl introduced 
her to a bunch of Italians. I told her to 
keep awav from them." 
"Why?" 

"Why? Because they didn't look right 
to me. I think I know a racketeer when 
I see one I" 

I handed him a picture of the dead man. 

"Was this one of the Italians you refer 
to, Orville?" 

"Jtt si . . . They sure got him, didn't 
they?" He looked at the photograph with 
lively interest. "Yes, that's one of the 
guys I met yesterday at the Louise Hotel. 
He and about six others were up there 
with Geraldine. This guy wanted me to 
give my wife the key to our house, and I 
told him he'd better mind his own business. 
I asked him what it was to him, whether 
or not I gave her the key? He said he 
was a friend of hers, and was trying to 
help her." 

"Well, did you and your wife come to 
any agreement?" 

"No. I told her to meet me at my 
lawyer's office this morning. Then, I got 
thrown in the can last night. . . . Jeez!" 
he exclaimed again, after a moment's re- 
flection. "I've been burnt up over this 



arrest, but I guess I got a break for once, 
after all. You might' ve thought I bumped 
him off, huh?" He grinned ruefully. 

"Didn't you resent your wife being up 
there with those men?" I countered. 

"Oh, sure, it made me sore," he said, 
with a shrug. "But I figured she'd get 
tired of 'em and come home in a few days. 
This isn't the first time we've been 
separated." 

"How did your wife happen to get mixed 
up with that crowd?" 

"I'll bite. Never saw any of 'em before 
in my life till yesterday in the hotel, when 
I met Geraldine there by appointment. I 
thought it was the whole Italian army she 
had with her ! Jerry said they were 
friends of this girl she's been living with. 
I don't even know the girl's name, nor 
where they've been staying." 

It was then decided to bring Forrester 
and his wife face to face, in the hope 
that one or the other might be surprised 
into making admissions which might aid 
us in a solution of the murder mystery. 

Forrester's good-humored expression 
vanished at sight of his wife. His eyes 
swept her contemptuously. 

"A fine spot you've got yourself in 
now," he sneered. "I hope you like it. 
What'd I tell you about those gangsters?" 

"I don't know what you're talking 
about," Geraldine said defiantly. "I don't 
know what this is all about I" 

"Whadda you mean, you don't know 
what it's all about? Now, listen, and get 
this straight : I'm not gonna cover up 
those thugs for you or anyone else. You'd 
better come clean with what you know 
about this killing, so you can get outa 
here and go home I" 

"I'm not telling anything, because I don't 
know anything." 

"You said a mouthful," Forrester re- 
marked caustically. Then: "Say, d'you 
realize that if I hadn't happened to get 
knocked over last night, I'd probably get 
the rap for this murder?" 

Geraldine's curiosity rose to this bait. 
"What did you do ... to get knocked 
over?" 

"Nothin". Some smart guy thought I 
was stealin' my own clothes, and did me 
the biggest favor of my life by callin' the 
cops . . . But, that's neither here nor 
there. If you know anything about who 
did this," — pointing - to the death photo- 
graph — "I want you to tell Captain Bright 
and Captain Bean. Did you see this 
shooting ?" 

NO, I didn't see this shooting!" Ger- 
aldine screamed. "And you don't 
need to try to third-degree me ! I'm not 
talking, and that's final !" 

Since the meeting between husband and 
wife was beginning to assume the aspects 
of a family row, we thought it best to 
excuse Mrs. Forrester and permit her to 
return to her cell. 

Shortly afterward, her husband was re- 
leased on his own recognizance, with 
orders to remain in the city and within 
call. 

On March 4th, Frank Rocco and Dom- 
inick Leo. in custody of Sheriff Rob- 
ert E. Clark, of Ventura County, were 
taken to Ventura and lodged in the county 
jail, there to await action by the Grand 
Jury. 

On the same day, Audrey Morosco and 
Geraldine Forrester made a similar trip, 
under escort of Deputy Sheriff Ray Rans- 
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dell and his wife. Upon arriving in Ven- 
tura, Audrey was besieged by reporters, 
but airily declined to make any statement 
regarding her alleged connection with the 
murder case. 

Even when questioned by District At- 
torney James Hollingsworth and Chief 
Deputy Don Holt on the following day, 
she maintained her attitude of smiling in- 
difference, and refused to be drawn into 
any damaging admissions. 

In fact, so convincing were both girls 
in their denials of any knowledge pertinent 
to the case, that they were finally released 




Street or R.F.D.. 
City 



Dominick Leo, suspect in the Buono case, 
who, with Muro, was tried for the murder of 
the Italian gangster. Leo was acquitted 

from custody, with the understanding that 
they would appear in court if the case 
were brought to trial. 

It was not until March 8th that the 
murder indictments were returned, and the 
trial of the pair set for March 26th. 

The two defendants were brought into 
court late in the afternoon, and heard 
themselves arraigned on a charge of first 
degree murder. 

Rocco took the blow with a smile. 
Asked for his plea, he snapped the words, 
"Not guilty !" in sharp, staccato accents. 
Leo, on the other hand, wilted visibly when 
the charge was read, and entered his plea 
of "Not guilty" in an almost inaudible 
tone. 

As the accused men, handcuffed together, 
were led away to jail, Frank Rocco and 
his sweetheart, Audrey Morosco, were per- 
mitted a brief farewell. 

The girl threw herself on her lover's 
shoulder, sobbing hysterically. 

"Don't cry, honey," Rocco murmured, 
with smiling assurance. He threw his free 
arm about her. "Come on, it's not so bad 
as all that, honey. We'll soon be out," he 
declared. 

But the grief-stricken girl would not be 
convinced or comforted. 

As the two prisoners were escorted down 
the corridor, Rocco turned and looked 
back. Audrey waved to him a pathetic 
gesture of despair. 

"Oh, God ! They think he's guilty !" she 
cried, in quavering tones. 

None who saw her at that moment 
doubted her deep love for Frank Rocco. 
That love alone explained the bravado with 



which she had defied all questioners, who 
tried to learn from her facts that might 
connect Frank Rocco with the killing of 
Carmine Buono, alias James Brady. 

Strangely enough, Orville Forrester, 
husband of the woman whose name was 
linked with those of the accused men, was 
one of the few persons who took the 
trouble to interest themselves in behalf of 
Rocco and Leo. He informed them that 
his resources were at their command, and 
offered to assist them in any way- 
possible. 

On March 19th, Frank Rocco and Dom- 
inick Leo appeared in Judge Edward 
Henderson's court, declared they were 
without counsel, and requested a contin- 
uance of their trial date. 

This request met with violent opposi- 
tion from District Attorney Hollingsworth, 
on the ground that the defendants had had 
ample time to procure legal counsel. 
Whereupon, the court obligingly appointed 
three of the most brilliant attorneys of 
Ventura County to defend the two men. 
They were : Robert Sheridan, Louis Dra- 
peau and John Galvin. 

This move was strenuously objected to 
by both Rocco and Leo, who insisted that 
they wished to employ their own counsel. 
Rocco heatedly addressed the court: "I 
want a fair trial, and I want time to get 
my own lawyer!" 

Patiently, Judge Henderson explained 
that ample time had been allowed in which 
to arrange for defense attorneys, that the 
jury venire would be drawn that day — at 
considerable expense to the County of 
Ventura — and that the case would go to 
trial on March 26th, as scheduled. 

THE trial was unique, inasmuch as both 
Rocco and Leo showed themselves un- 
willing to cooperate with the three law- 
yers appointed by the court to defend them. 
Efforts of defense attorneys to place their 
clients in a favorable light were met with 
rebuffs by the defendants themselves. Leo 
preserved a stoical silence throughout the 
proceedings, while Rocco's testimony was 
so obviously contradictory and false that it 
served to weaken, rather than strengthen, 
his defense. 

A sensation was sprung in the court- 
room on the third day of the trial, when 
Defense Attorneys Drapeau, Sheridan 
and Galvin presented a lengthy document 
to the court in which they requested per- 
mission to withdraw from the case. 

They gave as their reasons, the fact 
that certain evidence had been disclosed 
to them which showed a different status 
between the two defendants, as to their 
guilt or innocence in connection with the 
murder of Carmine Buono. This differ- 
ence in status made it imperative, they 
said, in the interest of justice, that the 
two prisoners be tried separately, rather 
than jointly. 

Under existing circumstances, the three 
attorneys pointed out, they were automat- 
ically, according to the ethics of their pro- 
fession, barred from serving further in 
either separate or joint trials for the two 
accused men. They pleaded with the court 
to accept their withdrawals and appoint 
other counsel, and argued eloquently for 
separate trials for the defendants, Rocco 
and Leo. 

This proposal met with a refusal from 
Judge Henderson, who declared that if the 
jury had not already been impaneled, the 
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court would be more inclined to grant the 
request. A spirited verbal argument en- 
sued, during which the attorneys refused to 
alter their written determination to with- 
draw from the case, and at the end of 
which the judge formally declared all 
three in contempt of court and ordered 
the lawyers confined in the county jail! 

After due consideration, Attorney Dra- 
peau — acting as spokesman for his col- 
leagues — announced that since an appeal 
to the higher court would entail a delay 
of two or three weeks, during which time 
the jury would be locked up, he and his 
two associates would "bow to the superior 
force exerted on counsel, and proceed with 
the trial of this case, under protest." 

On exactly what grounds the defense 
attorneys based their request for permis- 
sion to withdraw from the case, was not 
made public. It was assumed, however, 
that they were convinced of the guilt of 
one defendant and the innocence of the 
other. At least, as much was indicated 
by the outcome of the trial. 

MORE than a score of witnesses were 
introduced by the State in the sub- 
sequent trial of Frank Rocco and Dom- 
inick Leo. 

George Coy, Newbury Park rancher, 
whose property lies along the coast high- 
way over which the murder-car sped on 
the morning of March 1st, testified that he 
was awakened at 2 A. M. by the sound of 
five shots, fired in rapid succession. He 
listened a moment ; then, fearing that the 
car was turning into his lane, he arose, 
took his rifle and peered out of the win- 
dow. There was sufficient light to enable 
him to distinguish the outlines of a low- 
slung roadster, moving very slowly and 
deliberately along the highway. Once 
satisfied that the car was moving on past 
his house. Coy turned back to bed. 

Bert Halburgh, driver for the Los An- 
geles-Ventura Express, came upon the 
murder gun on the horseshoe curve of 
Conejo Grade at 2:30 in the morning of 
March 1st. The weapon proved to be a 
.32-caliber Smith & Wesson automatic, 
containing five exploded cartridges. 

This gun was introduced as evidence, 
and Captain Edward C. Crossman, ballis- 
tics expert of Los Angeles, declared that 
bullets extracted from Buono's body had 
been fired from the gun in question. 

C. B. Meyers, truck driver for the 
South California Edison Company, testi- 
fied that at 4 :30 on the morning of March 
1st, while en route from Los Angeles to 
Santa Barbara, he pulled off the highway 
to the side of the road to take a nap. 
As the piercing head-lights 'from his truck 
swept the plowed field at his right, their 
beams revealed the sprawled, lifeless form 
of a man. 

Meyers, shocked wide-awake by this 
ghastly discovery, made a brief examina- 
tion of the body, then drove his truck into 
Camarillo, the nearest town, at full speed. 
There, he sought out Motor-Cycle Officer 
Steve Flynn and informed him that he had 
found the body of a man. 

Stopping only long enough to notify the 
Ventura County Sheriff's office as to the 
location of the body, Officer Flynn rushed 
to the scene. He was joined shortly after- 
ward by Deputy Sheriffs W. J. Suytar and 
P. J. Ayala. 

Tire tracks, distinctly printed in the 
deep dust of the roadside, showed that 



a car had drawn up beside the highway 
opposite the spot where the body was 
found ; then turned around and headed 
back toward Los Angeles. 

One of the most important witnesses for 
the State was Deputy Sheriff Carl J. 
Wallace. Clearly and convincingly, he ex- 
plained that thumb prints taken from the 
gin bottle containing gasoline, found in 
the death-car, were identical with those of 
Dominick Leo. In this, he was corrob- 
orated by Finger- Print Experts Howard 
L. Barlow and Newton Hopkins of the 
Los Angeles Police Department. 

Among other witnesses called by the 
State were the two girls, Audrey Morosco 
and Geraldine Forrester. 

Audrey, attired in a gray squirrel coat 
and close-fitting cloche, was called first. 




Frank Muro, alias Frank Rocco. Note the 
burned tops of his ears, resulting from his 
maliciously setting fire to a building, he get- 
ting caught in the fire. Muro was convicted 
of murdering Buono and was sentenced to 
life imprisonment at San Quentin 

Tall, graceful, with a gipsy quality in her 
face — her dark lashes sweeping her dead- 
white checks, and her red mouth set in a 
firm line — she presented an attractive pic- 
ture in the court-room. 

In a remarkably soft voice, but with evi- 
dent nervousness, she replied to District 
Attorney Hollingsworth's questions, occa- 
sionally flashing a glance at her attorney, 
R. D. Warner. Her testimony, however, 
added nothing to the facts already set 
forth in this narrative. 

Geraldine Forrester, wearing a smart 
tan ensemble, took the stand next. In a 
cool, hard voice, the golden-haired, dark- 
eyed young matron told of her acquain- 
tance with the accused men and their vic- 
tim, but could throw no light upon what 
actually happened after the three men left 
the King Apartments on the night of 
February 28th. This young woman, it 
should be noted, evidently regretted her 
association with the men who had brought 
her such unpleasant notoriety, and at the 
conclusion of the trial, effected a recon- 
ciliation with her husband, Orville For- 
rester. 

Frank Gompert, Los Angeles County 
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expert in the study of human hair, 3nd 
Rex Welsh, Los Angeles city chemist, 
testified regarding hairs and blood stains 
found in the Packard roadster. They de- 
clared that, without doubt, the hair was 
from the head of Carmine Buono, and 
the blood was that of a human being. 

The formidable array of cold facts and 
damning evidence marshaled by the State 
was augmented by the introduction of 
Frank Rocco's previous criminal record. 

Information furnished by the New York 
police department showed that Frank 
Rocco, true name Frank Muro, had begun 
his career of outlawry nine years before, 
when he was only fifteen years of age. 

HE was first arrested in Brooklyn on a 
charge of grand larceny. A second 
arrest a year later in the same city, for 
burglary, resulted in his being committed 
to a reformatory. This was in May, 1921. 

Between the time of his release in Octo- 
ber, 1922, and March, 1926. young Rorco, 
or Muro, found himself within the toils 
of the law on seven different occasions: 
once for disorderly conduct, once for bur- 
glary, once for grand larceny and four 
times for assault and robbery. 

A letter from the chief of police at 
Portland, Maine, revealed that on July 
26th, 1928, Frank Rocco, also known as 
Frank Muro, was indicted for "maliciously 
setting fire to a building ;" in the resultant 
blaze, Rocco was badly burned about the 
head. He was admitted to $5,000 bail. 
Rocco forfeited this bond by his subse- 
quent flight to California in January, 1929. 

In addition, he was suspected of com- 
plicity in the murder of one Joseph Raia, 
proprietor of a hotel in Portland, Maine, 
on February 11th. 1928. his finger-prints 
having been found on a drinking glass in 
the room where the murder was committed. 

As for Dominick Leo, who was only 
twenty-two years of age at the time of 
this trial — he, also, had embarked upon a 
criminal career at an early age. 

Police records of Portland, Maine, show 
that he was convicted in August, 1924, of 
"breaking, entering and larceny." At that 
time, he was placed on probation for two 
years. Exactly three years later, he was 
apprehended for a similar offense in the 
New England city, and on that occasion 
forfeited bail in the amount of $1,500. He 
was not heard from again until March, 
1929, when he was arrested in Los An- 
geles, charged with the murder of Car- 
mine Buono. 

Buono, the murdered man, was believed 
to have spent the last year of his life 
in California, where he was said to have 
engaged in rum running up and down the 
Pacific Coast. 

A rumor circulated at the time of the 
arrest of Rocco and Leo, was to the ef- 
fect that a brother of Rocco's had been 
killed in New York some time before. 
Carmine Buono's name had been men- 
tioned as a member of the rival gang 
believed responsible for the murder. 

At any rate, despite a gallant fight 
waged by Attorneys Drapeau, Sheridan 
and Galvin for the acquittal of both their 



clients, a jury of twelve men,' after six 
hours' deliberation, brought in a verdict 
on April 5th which proclaimed "Frank 
Rocco guilty of murder in the first de- 
gree, with a recommendation that he be 
sentenced to life imprisonment." Dominick 
Leo was found "not guilty." His acquittal 
may have been helped by the fact that a 
number of Italian friends rallied to his 
defense, and gave testimony tending to 
establish an alibi for him at the time 
Carmine Buono was murdered. 

On April 8th, 1929, Frank Rocco was 
sentenced to life imprisonment in the State 
Prison at San Quentin. The convicted 
man immediately announced his intention 
to file notice of appeal. His application 
is still pending at this writing. 

This conviction, based solely upon cir- 
cumstantial evidence, with no known wit- 
nesses to the killing, is said to be the first 
obtained in California in a gangster 
murder. 

A STRIKING feature of this murder 
trial was the absence of any proved 
motive for the crime, despite intensive in- 
vestigation on the part of the prosecution 
attorneys into the past lives of the two 
defendants. 

For what reason did Frank Muro, alias 
Frank Rocco, shortly after leaving Venice 
with Carmine Buono, alias Brady, brutally 
shoot the latter to death and cold-bloodedly 
fling his lifeless body on the ground be- 
side the public highway, without even an 
effort at concealment? 

Was the slaying motivated by jealousy 
on the part of Rocco, set aflame by atten- 
tions that Carmine Buono might have 
sought to pay to Audrey Morosco? 

Or was the fatal order: "Take him for 
a ride!" the result of a flare-up of a 
murderous feud, originating in the East 
some years before, between the Buono and 
Muro families? Rumor has it that Car- 
mine Buono was implicated in the murder 
of a brother of Frank Muro's, alias 
Rocco. Rocco may have fired the shot 
that ended Buono's life, to avenge the 
death of this brother. 

It is this vendetta theory which, after 
all, rests upon the soundest foundation. 
Records of the New York police depart- 
ment show that on May 20th, 1929, Vin- 
cente Buono was shot and fatally wounded 
in a Coney Island cafe. In a dying state- 
ment, Buono denounced one Anthony Muro 
as his murderer, and alluded to the killing 
of his brother, Carmine Buono, in Cali- 
fornia, by Frank Muro. Thus, it would 
appear that the last act of this sinister 
drama has not yet been played. 

All this, however interesting, is mere 
conjecture. In reality, the grim secret 
remains locked in the breasts of the two 
men who took Carmine Buono on that last 
ride, from which he never returned alive. 
It is possible they shared this secret, en- 
tirely or in part, with Geraldine Forrester 
and Audrey Morosco. If the truth, which 
might send Frank Rocco or Dominick Leo, 
or both of them, to the gallows, is known 
to these women, their lips are so far sealed 
by a loyalty worthy of a better cause. 




William P. Rutledge. Detroit's Commissioner of Police, will tell to readers of True Detective 
Mysteries next month, how crooks are caught by radio — the latest device of the law to stamp 
out the menace of the criminal. Don't miss this up-to-the-minute, absorbing story of how cap- 
turing the lawbreaker has now become a matter of seconds after commission of the crime, through 
the use of mile-a-minute, radio-equipped "cruisers." 
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Gangs and Crime 

(Continued from page 9) 



selor rather than a discipli- 
narian. The policy is to sit 
down and reason with him, 
study out his problem and offer 
him a practical opportunity to 
be a useful instead of a de- 
structive member of society. 

Such a movement is the 
burden of the Boys' Employ- 
ment Bureau in Chicago. 
Through its offices the youth is 
largely enabled to find himself. 
After all, he is more filled with 
the sophistry of the street- 
corner gang than he is with the 
germs of crime. Crime, at its 
best, is essentially a poor and 
unsatisfying means for winning 
happiness. The professional 
criminal shows that in his face 
and knows it, while the youth 
requires only a little solicitude 
for his welfare to be convinced 
of it. And that appeal is made 
to the would-be gangster him- 
self. 

Does he respond? 

A casual glance at the gang 
map of Chicago of three years 
ago, and of the gang map to- 
day, is overwhelming evidence. 
The gang population of Chicago 
has been cut 40 percent. At 
the same time the number of 



delinquent youths brought be- 
fore the Juvenile Court to-day 
is 53 percent less than in 1925. 
Moreover, as many as 15,000 
boys and young men have been 
won away from the corner-gang 
and placed in offices, shops and 
factories to find their occupa- 
tion, trade or profession. 

The policeman no longer 
thinks of the youth as having 
been, or being, a member of a 
gang, if that youth shows one 
spark of decency and useful- 
ness. It is assumed by the 
policeman that these boys are 
his friends, and he seeks by 
commendable means to de- 
termine whether these friends 
are good or bad. If the latter 
is true, the youth is counseled, 
not threatened. 

Such a policy has won thou- 
sands of young men for the 
police department away from 
the dangerous companionship 
of out-and-out gangsters. Yes- 
terday it was popular to run 
from the policeman. To-day 
it is popular to meet him with 
outstretched hand. 

The results have been enor- 
mous for the side of law and 
order. 



Who Killed Bill Jackson? 



(Continued from page 33) 



Rice exploded his wrath upon Hickey for 
bringing him under suspicion. 

"Arrest that man!" said the State's 
Attorney. 

"Wait," counseled Hickey. 

Suspected, Rice kept on with his own 
investigation. He named gangsters, rela- 
tives of men who had been imprisoned as a 
result of Jackson's work, who might have 
a motive of revenge for killing Jackson. 
He furnished Hickey with the numbers of 
foreign cars he had seen in the neighbor- 
hood. Hickey took the information and 
disposed of it in his spare time. 

The body of Jackson was not cold before 
Hickey, as a routine matter, asked Rice 
for his gun. Rice went out to his car 
parked in the Jackson yard, and produced 
a .32-caliber Colt police positive revolver 
from a pocket in the door by the driver's 
seat. 

AT 4 o'clock the next morning, Rice 
took Hickey to his house on Brown t 
Avenue, and produced another gun — a .38- 
caliber Smith & Wesson, from an old 
trunk. Later, a search of his house pro- 



duced a .32-caliber Smith & Wesson short 
and a .32-caliber English gun, model of 
1878. 

In the Jackson house Hickey found four 
more guns — a .32-caliber Colt police posi- 
tive on a small table in the hall ; two .32- 
caliber guns of the same make in Jack- 
son's desk upstairs ; and one old .30-caliber 
gun of doubtful origin in Juanita's bed- 
room dresser drawer. 

Every gun, including Rice's, it turned 
out, had originally belonged to Jack- 
son. Some of them Jackson had bought, 
and some he had collected in the course of 
his criminal work. What guns he did not 
want, he gave away. Among the eight 
guns found, Hickey looked for the mur- 
der gun. 

The gun he finally chose as the murder 
gun was the .32-caliber Colt police positive 
lying fully loaded upon the hall table in 
the Jackson house. 

Circumstances grouped themselves about 
this gun in a curious but positive manner. 

In the first place, ballistic experts de- 
termined that the bullet which killed Jack- 
son was of .32 caliber. This narrowed 
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the field to the six guns of that caliber. 
Had the bullet not been fractured in three 
places, with the result that it lost all of 
its identifying marks, they could have de- 
termined by the usual ballistic tests the 
gun from which it had been fired. 

Where there is a will, there is a way. 
While rummaging around in the Jackson 
and Rice houses, Hickey found four gun 
holsters, three at Jackson's and one at 
Rice's. At first they did not seem im- 
portant to him, but after he had lived 
with them a few days, they did. 

The three gun holsters found at Jack- 
son's house were not marked in any way. 

The gun holster found at Rice's was 
cut out with a knife at the point where 
the trigger guard comes, to permit the 
index finger to encircle the trigger guard 
more freely. In other words, Rice's hol- 
ster, a stiff, brown leather one, had appar- 
ently been remodeled to fit a certain gun. 

Now, peculiarly enough, none of Jack- 
son's three holsters, by the widest stretch 
of the imagination, fitted any of the guns 
in his house. It was strange, but a fact. 
On the other hand, the brown leather hol- 
ster found in Rice's house — the one re- 
modeled at the trigger guard — fitted ex- 
actly and only the .32-caliber Colt police 
positive gun of Jackson's which lay on the 
hall table in the Jackson house! 

No one could see the patient demonstra- 
tion of this fact by the detective without 
realizing there was a strong, undeniable 
connection between that gun of Jackson's 
and that remodeled holster of Rice's. 

What was it? 

The history of two of the .32-caliber 
Colt guns may suggest the answer. One 
of these was the gun that Hickey found 
on the hall table in the Jackson house, 
and which he was wont to refer to as 
"the murder gun." The other was the 
gun which Rice surrendered immediately 
after the murder, and which Hickey would 
refer to as "Rice's gun." 

IN July, 1928, Jackson had been charged 
by the town of Willimantic, in his 
capacity as police commissioner, with the 
purchase of some new .32-caliber guns for 
the Police Department. When he sent in 
the order, he got two extra guns, one for 
himself and one for Rice. These guns, 
the records of them showed, were the 
murder gun and Rice's gun. 

The guns, though similar, had distin- 
guishing marks and could easily be told 
apart. The murder gun was of lighter 
action than Rice's. Both were of black 
steel, but the murder gun was streaked 
with gray steel. 

The question then rose, which gun did 
Jackson give to Rice? Rice said that 
Jackson gave him the gun which Hickey 
had taken away from him. But when the 
two guns were shown to Mrs. Jackson and 
Juanita, they declared that the gun which 
Jackson gave to Rice was the murder 
gun — the gun found so neatly lying on the 
hall table in the Jackson house; — where a 
.32-caliber gun had always lain ! 

This murder gun, it must be remem- 
bered, alone of all the eight guns found, 
fitted Rice's remodeled brown leather hol- 
ster. Here, it seemed to the investigators, 
was food for thought. 

"A gun," said Hickey reflectively, "is 
sometimes as impressionable as wax. 
Often it will tell a story as loud as a 
guilty man's plea of innocence. Take the 



two guns we have been considering here. 

"When I found the murder gun, it was 
fully loaded with thirty-two-caliber longs. 
Rice's gun was also fully loaded with 
longs. But Rice's gun showed evidence 
from the markings on the chambers of 
having been previously loaded with shorts. 

"This is important, because all the bul- 
lets found in Jackson's house are shorts, 
whereas, all the bullets found in Rice's 
house are longs. A little sleight of hand, 
topped off with a little magic, perhaps — 
but by whom? 

"One more point. Five of the six 
shells in the murder gun are brand-new. 
But one of them is tarnished a peculiar 
dark green. Now, none of the shells in 
the Jackson house are tarnished, but many 
of the shells in Rice's house are tarnished 
with this peculiar dark green." 

It was some time before he spoke again. 

"To charge a man with murder," he said 
solemnly, "is a pretty serious thing, and I 
hesitate to do it. But the conclusion seems 
irresistible to me that someone with an 
intimate knowledge of the Jackson house 
and Jackson's habits, and with a full 
knowledge that he was alone the evening 
of January twenty-ninth, entered the de- 
tective's house and killed him with a 
thirty-two-caliber gun ; after which he ex- 
changed his gun for Jackson's, made the 
changes in the shells, and departed under 
cover of darkness, unseen and unheard by 
any human being. Everything seems to 
point to — Rice!" 

"On the night of the murder, I was in 
my own home one mile and a half from 
the Jackson home, but I can't prove any 
alibi," said Rice. "Maybe some of my 
neighbors saw me, and maybe they didn't." 

They didn't. 

The circumstantial evidence against his 
claim was meager. About the hour of the 
murder a neighbor saw a shadow flitting 
over the white landscape from the direc- 
tion of Jackson's house, but could not 
identify it. A reporter found footprints 
in the snow, but could not trace them the 
full distance between the Jackson and Rice 
houses. Two garage men said they saw 
Rice in a car on a back road overlooking 
the Jackson house about half an hour 
before the murder, but the car they saw 
was not Rice's, and no one could be found 
who would say that he had rented or 
loaned Rice a car. 

TWO nights after the murder, Bill 
Jackson's body was brought from the 
morgue and placed in the living-room of 
his home. With Rice always on the scene, 
Hickey prepared to do what perhaps a 
French detective, steeped in the literature 
of conscience and Poe detective stories, 
might have done. 

He suggested to Juanita that Rice be put 
clown as an active pall-bearer. 

Rice's name, like Abou-ben-Adhem's, led 
all the rest. 

Saturday afternoon, the day of the fu- 
neral, the snow lay a foot deep on the 
frozen ground. A cold wind swept across 
the bleak hill on which the Jackson house 
stood. The rambling Jackson house, with 
its many rooms, used and unused, was 
filled to overflowing. Outside were groups 
of men and women, drawn from all walks 
of Willimantic's social and official life, un- 
• able to gain entrance; while for a mile 
down the road stretched the line of mourn- 
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Inside the house, on the threshold be- 
tween the dining-room and the kitchen, 
probably the exact spot from where the 
fatal shot was fired into Jackson's troubled 
brain, sat Rice, inscrutable as a wooden 
Indian. And while he sat there, those who 
could see him looked at him without speak- 
ing, and those who could not see, kept 
whispering: "Where's Rice?" 

Willimantic's sorrowing folks had not 
come so much to mourn Jackson, as to see 
Rice, the unfathomable figure in a tragic 
murder mystery. 

No one can imagine what Rice under- 
went that day, as he trudged through the 
deep, ice-crusted snow with the casket. It 
was worse than any third - degree, as 
Hickey had intended it should be. Camera 
men ruthlessly snapped him every foot of 
the way from the house to the hearse, 
and from the hearse to the grave. When 
the funeral was over, reporters, sicked on 
by Hickey, swarmed about Rice, fanging 
him with questions. Yet Rice handled him- 
self with the disdainful calm of a thor- 
oughbred dog when mongrels are yapping 
at him. Rice was a Huguenot, and, once 
more, blood told. 

When the last mourner had departed, 
the grave-digger bent to his grim task. 
After a few shovelfuls of earth had been 
thrown into the open grave, he rested on 
his shovel and warmed his hands. He 
looked at a lone newspaper reporter, who 
had lingered, and pointed to a somber 
house a short distance away. 

"That's an awful thing to live with," 
he remarked, and resumed his work. 

By one of those dramatic and unfore- 
seen coincidences, Rice's house overlooked 
the cemetery where Jackson was buried. 
Jackson was virtually buried in Rice's own 
back-yard ! 

From then on, things began to hum at 
the Jackson house. The women were sent 
away, and Hickey and his aides settled 
down to battle it out with Rice. 

And what a battle! 

First it was like a fencing duel, with 
Hickey thrusting, and Rice parrying. Then 
it was knock-down and drag-out, and still 
Rice clung to his statement that he was 
innocent. Hickey marched him over the 
scene of the crime, grim with many a re- 
minder of old Bill Jackson. Rice looked 
into the air. And then, like a knife- 
thrust, Hickey shot over the accusation: 

"You killed Bill Jackson!" 



Rice raised the shield he had employed 
throughout : 

"If you say I killed Bill Jackson, 
prove it!" 

Rice lit a cigarette, and waited. 

SUNDAY night, the women were 
brought back. An hour later, Rice 
was arrested and charged with the murder. 

"Don't admit anything," Mrs. Jackson 
called after Rice, as he was being led 
away. "You haven't yet, and don't ! I 
have every confidence in the world in 
you." 

A week later, the Grand Jury indicted 
Rice for murder in the first degree, and 
Rice, having the choice of being tried by 
three judges or a jury of twelve men, 
elected to be tried by a jury. 

Two remarkable scenes may be fitted 
into the picture here. The first has as its 
central figure Mrs. Jackson, two days 
later, garbed in deep mourning, testifying 
at the Coroner's inquest. 

"Do you still consider Mr. Rice your 
friend?" the Coroner asked Mrs. Jackson. 

"I do," she answered firmly. 

"And you sympathize with him in his 
present condition?" 

"I do." 

"Do you suspect him at all of having 
killed Mr. Jackson?" 

"No. I can't see any motive." 

Then the Coroner looked her straight 
in the eye and put this question: 

"Wasn't it a fact that Mr. Jackson was 
dead when you left the house that night 
to go after your daughter?" 

Mrs. Jackson, calm hitherto, flamed up : 

"No, sir! I heard Doctor Smith tell 
Mrs. Andrews in the kitchen that Mr. 
Jackson had been dead about a half -hour 
when he came!" (This would have made 
the hour of Jackson's death about fifteen 
minutes after the departure of Mrs. Jack- 
son to get Juanita.) 

Again the Coroner returned to the at- 
tack, to break down the iron nerve of 
this strange woman. 

"From what you know of this case, don't 
you think Mr. Rice committed the 
murder?" 

"I don't see how lie could," Mrs. Jack- 
son replied. 

"You don't know anything about what 
occurred at your house while you were 

away ?" 

The question seemed to hang in the air 
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of his dingy office like a dark cloud. Mrs. 
Jackson broke it up with a sharp, "No, 
I don't!" 
Patiently, the Coroner continued : 
"Mr. Rice would have had an oppor- 
tunity to do it at that time, wouldn't he?" 

"Well," said Mrs. Jackson, a little bored 
at the proceedings, "anyone could come 
to the house while I was away I" 

WE leave this scene to cut back to the 
second scene, which occurred in the 
court-room just after Rice had elected to 
be tried by a jury. The old court-room 
was crowded that day. Rice was sur- 
rounded by bailiffs, when out from the 
crowd, to the astonishment of the specta- 
tors, Mrs. Jackson pressed forward and 
shook hands earnestly with the man who 
then stood indicted for the murder of her 
husband ! 

This act of hers served to change the 
whole aspect of the case. Strange as any 
act that this strange woman was given to, 
it was the mystifying gesture that was not 
to be completed until she pulled the final 
veil over the whole tragic drama. 

Mrs. Jackson was a strange woman, a 
mystery to her neighbors and said to be 
a terror to Jackson's relatives, who had 
lived in the old wing of the Jackson house 
until 1925. Queer tales were told about 
her ; that she would lure the neighbors' 
chickens to her yard by a trail of judi- 
ciously sprinkled grain ; and that she 
would coax the roaming heifers from 
neighboring farms, and charge their own- 
ers for their board and keep. She was 
credited with threatening Jackson's rela- 
tives: "I'll blow out your brains if you 
don't keep on your side of the house !" 
An eccentric woman, with smoldering pas- 
sions that would burst into flame at the 
slightest provocation. 

Hickey was not satisfied in his own 
mind that Mrs. Jackson did not play some 
part in the murder of her husband. But 
what that part was, if any, he found it 
difficult to decide in the light of the evi- 
dence that seemed to involve Rice. Was 
she, really, in love with Rice, deeply and 
tragically so, though she was twelve years 
his senior? And did she, really, loathe 
her husband with all the pent-up poison 
of twenty-six years of unhappy married 
life? 

Juanita had been eliminated, Rice had 
been indicted. Hickey concentrated his 
attention on Mrs. Jackson. 

The same question was in his mind that 
the Coroner was to ask : Was Jackson 
dead before she left the house that night? 

Were she and Rice there together, note 
in hand, warring with Jackson? Had they 
gone up there to face Jackson down, and 
in the hot blood that followed had one of 
them killed him? Upon her own claim! 
Jackson was dead within fifteen minutes 
after she had left to get Juanita. Within 
the same time, a shadowy figure was seen 
flitting across the dark landscape in the 
general direction from Jackson's to Rice's 
house. Was each shielding the other? 
Conspiring to hide the hand that killed? 

Thus matters stood when the Coroner, 
two days after Rice had been indicted, 
announced he would hold ah inquest the 
following day, and would call Mrs. Jack- 
son as the first witness. Hickey went to 
Mrs. Jackson. 

"You're going to the Coroner's inquest 
to-morrow afternoon," he said, "and you 



will be the first witness called, to tell what 
happened the day of the murder." 

"Is that so?" she retorted. 

She went with Juanita, gave her testi- 
mony (much of which has been reproduced 
on these pages) and returned home. Those 
who saw her remarked, later, having no- 
ticed the light of a new determination in 
that poker face with which she was meet- 
ing the world. 

Returned home? It was home no 
longer. A policeman in the house, de- 
tectives coming and going, Rice in jail, 
reporters storming the doors and calling 
up on the telephone, saying horrible things 
to her ; camera men peering through the 
windows, telephone ringing day and night. 
It was maddening. And then — the tor- 
tures of examination to which she was 
still to submit. Mrs. Jackson was not one 
to submit to anything. 

Returning home with Juanita, she found 
her friend, Mrs. Andrews, and a police- 
man sitting in the living-room, and joined 
them. There was talk and silence, and 
the silence was louder than words. The 
ghost of Bill Jackson haunted the place. 

After a time, Mrs. Jackson quietly ex- 
cused herself and went to the kitchen 
where her husband had been killed two 
weeks before. The parrot squawked. She 
said, "Hello, Babe," perhaps pleased to 
speak the nickname of her accused friend, 
Trenor Rice. 

Hidden away in a corner of the kitchen 
was an old, unloaded .22-calibcr rifle. 

The gun was not loaded then, but she 
found the ammunition for it. Peculiar 
woman that she was, she kept shells in 
such secret places as a rat-hole in the 
base-board, under a brick at a corner of 
the barn, under a dead chicken in the 
yard, and under the kitchen step. In those 
places the authorities afterward found 
shells. 

Gertrude Jackson procured one of these 
shells and, taking the rifle from its rest- 
ing-place, quietly loaded it. She then hid 
it under the folds of her long, black skirt 
and walked back through the living-room, 
upstairs to her own room. The folks in the 
living-room noticed that she walked a little 
stiffly, but thought nothing of it. Later 
they heard her moving about in her room 
above and scraping her feet under her 
desk. Probably she was writing. After a 
time they heard her go to the bathroom 
and close the door. 

They wanted Bill's murderer? The long, 
thin line of Mrs. Jackson's lips narrowed. 
With a determination that was as horrible 
as her desperation, she leaned over the 
barrel of the rifle, pressed the muzzle 
against her heart, and pulled the trigger. 

Trenor Rice, Bill's slayer? Even in 
death, Mrs. Jackson seemed to be smil- 
ing at the absurdity of the idea. 

IN life Mrs. Jackson refused to throw 
any light on the murder of her hus- 
band. In death she sought to speak for 
the first time, through two posthumous 
notes that were found in the stocking on 
her right leg. 

In one note she spoke for Rice and in 
the second, to him. In both she exon- 
erated him of the killing, and confessed 
that she had killed her husband after a 
"terrible fight over his physical condition. 
It was cither he or me, and I got the 
first shot," she wrote in the crude hand- 
writing of the country woman. Not until 
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the notes were read was the, full purpose 
of her suicide appreciated. 

Both notes were in a single, stamped 
envelop, addressed to Rice's lawyer, 
William A. King, shrewd old veteran of 
the Connecticut bar. One note was ad- 
dressed to King, the other to Rice. 

The note to King follows : 

Dear Mr. King, 

Will and I had a terrible fight <n<er 
his physical condition. Trenor n-as 
never mentioned in the argument. 
Trenor knew nothing of the argument. 
I alone was here with him it ivas 
cither he or I who was to be killed. 
I couldn't leave Juanita alone with 
him she knows the life I have Ih'cd. 
Trenor can tell you what I put up 
with. Eleanor Ilanna can tell you he 
threatened my life six weeks ago over 
a scrap about milking the cotes. He 
has threatened me several times. I 
was never afraid of him until that day 
he choked me almost to death then he 
grabbed the gun and I reached it 
from him and in the few words that 
folloivcd I shot him. 

This is a true confession. They 
must not harm Trenor. 1 loved him 
as my own son. He kncicl nothing of 
it. They say he is guilty, he isn't. I 
flushed the shell don the toilet. They 
are persecuting him not prosecuting 
him. Give him my love. 

Mrs. Jackson 

The note to Rice: 

Dear Son: 

Forgive me for the suffering this 
has caused you. I am to blame you 
was not in any way responsible. Your 
name was never brought into the ar- 
gument. It was over Wws physical 
condition. He has threatened to kill 
me twice before this time it was either 
he or me and I got the first shot. 

Hickey is so sure he has the case 
locked tight but he is not so smart he 
said he has the shell and more but I 
flushed the shell down the toilet 
picked up the room my dress had 
the sleaves torn out but in the ex- 
citement no one sazt' it he choked me 
almost to death and would have shot 
me if I hadn't killed him. Be good. 
Lovingly 

Mother 

Hickey threw the notes aside with a 
gesture that showed how cheaply he held 
them, and pointed out the inconsistencies 
he saw in them. 

"In the first place," he said, "the state- 
ment to the effect that there was a terrible 
fight between Mrs. Jackson and her hus- 
band does not tally with the orderly con- 
dition found after the murder. Anyone 
who knew Jackson, his temperament and 
his physical courage, would not believe 
that he allowed his wife to take the re- 
volver from him and submitted, like a 
lamb, to being shot down without a 
struggle. 

"T^OR would he be likely to be engaged 
A. ' in a murderous affray while dressed 
as he was, with his gloves in his hand. No, 
sir ! Jackson was taken unawares by his 
assailant, while he was getting ready to 
go outside to do the farm chores, and 



was shot down without the slightest 
chance for his life. 

"I might also add that the statements 
contained in the notes are in conflict with 
her testimony before the Coroner. Had 
she lived, she would have been obliged 
at the trial of Rice to disclose all the 
facts within her knowledge. Of this she 
was aware, and this knowledge, coupled 
with other circumstances, was why she 
killed herself. 

"Mrs. Jackson said she flushed the shell 
down the toilet. Had she done this, we 
would surely have found it. For it hap- 
pens that the plumbing system is not con- 
nected with the city sewer system, but 
with a cistern in the yard. I had plumbers 
search every inch of it, and strain every 
bit of sewage matter in the cistern. No 
shell was found." 

Mrs. Jackson had intended that only 
her two suicide notes should come to 
light. She reckoned without that third 
note quoted earlier in this story, which 
Hickey found crumpled up in the pocket 
of her bathrobe after she had killed her- 
self; that note which, apparently written 
by Jackson to Rice, read: 

Willimantic, January 27, 1929 
Mr. T. R. Rice 

Mrs. Jackson has notice twice to 
keep away from your place on Brown 
Ave. If she does not I shall start 
action in the Superior Court. If you 
wish to wreck her and Juanita in 
Willimantic Keep on. 

W. E. Jackson 

"'T'HIS note shows clearly," said Hickey, 

A "that Rice was a bone of contention 
in the Jackson household, and offsets 
sharply the claims of Mrs. Jackson that 
Rice 'was not in any way responsible.' " 

The suicide of Mrs. Jackson and the 
notes she left behind dealt the State's 
case against Rice a blow that was shortly 
afterward followed by another that had an 
equally damaging effect. 

Ever since the murder, Mrs. Ada 
Andrews, trusted friend of the Jacksons 
and Rice, had lived at the Jackson house 
in the employ of the State, and had 
watched for clues that would lead to a 
solution of the mystery. From time to 
time she had given the results of her ob- 
servations to Hickey. From her reports, 
Hickey knew that Mrs. Jackson had been 
in frequent and secret communication with 
Rice from the night of the murder to 
his arrest, and that she had done all in 
her power to shield him. 

On March 18th, 1929, Mrs. Andrews 
died of pneumonia. 

Part of the evidence that she had col- 
lected was left in the form of rough notes 
jotted down with a red lead pencil. These 
notes were found under the pillow on 
which she died. 

One of the significant bits of memo- 
randa related to a conversation which Mrs. 
Andrews wrote that she had heard be- 
tween Mrs. Jackson and Rice in the Jack- 
son home after the murder. 

Mrs. Andrews quotes Mrs. Jackson as 
saying, "If I had been here, I could have 
saved him" — meaning, no doubt, her 
husband. 

To which Mrs. Andrews quotes Rice 
as answering, "If you had been here, 
you would have been shot, too!" 

Here, if anything, was vindication for 
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Rice; corroboration of his contention 
that he knew nothing about the murder, 
and that "Mother" Jackson's confession 
was a surprise and a blow to him! 
Taken at its face value — assuming that 
Bill Jackson's wife did kill him in self- 
defense or blind passion — the conver- 
sation overheard by Mrs. Andrews could 
have only one meaning: 

Trenor Rice did not know who killed 
Bill Jackson; and Mrs. Jackson, up to 
the moment of her suicide-confession, 
had guarded her secret even from Rice. 

WITH the death of Mrs. Andrews, 
perished her evidence. Coming 
hard upon the suicide of Mrs. Jackson, it 
left the State where it could see no 
possibility of a conviction of Rice. On 
a day in April, 1929, the State's Attor- 
ney for the county brought the matter 
to the attention of Judge Waldo Marvin 
of the Superior Court. 

"Your Honor can sec," said the State's 
Attorney, "that both of these deaths oc- 
curred after the Grand Jury hearing and 
were entirely beyond the power of the 
State to control. A successful prosecu- 
tion must be based on the proof of facts 
and not on the advancement of theory, 
and the deaths of these two women have 
left us in a position where I can see no 
possibility of a conviction in the absence 
of their evidence. 

"I may say that my investigation has 
not led me to believe that Rice is innocent 
of the charge upon which he stands in- 
dicted, but we are simply confronted with 
a situation where it seems to me futile 
now to attempt to prove his guilt. Your 
Honor, I feel compelled by circumstances 
to nolle-pros the case of the State against 
Trenor A. Rice!" 

Judge Marvin, a man of long experience 
in the courts, ran his hands through his 
iron-gray hair. 

"You have a situation here which it 
seems to me is unavoidable," said the 
Judge. "It would be extremely unwise 
and profitless, in my judgment, to go 
ahead and ask this court to listen to a 
lot of evidence, when the result that 
could be hoped for at most would be some 
sort of vindication for Rice. . . . 



"Here is a situation where everybody 
in this vicinity must have realized, I 
think, that when these suicide notes of 
Mrs. Jackson came out, any prosecution 
of Rice was going to be attended with 
the utmost difficulty. Those notes may 
tell the trutli and may not, but if we 
went to trial the question would be raised 
as to whether or not those notes were 
admissible. 

"I take it that most lawyers would say 
they were not, and that some extra- 
ordinary situation would have to develop 
to make them admissible. And yet I 
fancy the common sense and justice of 
mankind would think that any conviction 
of Rice brought about in ignorance of 
those two notes, or of the suicide of Mrs. 
Jackson, would be an outcome which no 
one could reconcile with justice. I do 
not doubt the propriety of the rule that a 
confession made by somebody who has 
since died is not admissible. 



WHEN yc 
jury mu: 



yoa come to consider that a 
must find a person guilty be- 
yond a reasonable doubt, and consider 
the lack of evidence here, first, to show 
a sufficient motive to start with, and, 
second, to trace Rice to the neighbor- 
hood of that house on the day the mur- 
der occurred, it makes it pretty difficult 
to say that any jury could come in and 
declare Rice guilty beyond a reasonable 
doubt." 

A deeper note crept into the Judge's 
voice as he went on: 

"No one knows what took place in 
that house between five and six o'clock 
that night of the murder : but, whatever 
it was, whatever the crisis was, that 
brought disaster in the Jackson family, 
it is unwise to try the case if no public 
good or justice is to be gained!" 

This is the last word on the case. A 
free man, Rice went back to his house 
on Brown Avenue, where every day he 
can see the grave of his old friend, Bill 
Jackson, brooding with its dark secret on 
the hill overlooking Rice's back-yard. 

Graves cannot be opened and the dead 
made to speak. If they could, the question 
might he answered: "Who killed Bill 
Jackson?" 



Trapping the "Terror Bandits" 
of San Francisco 



{Continued from page 49) 



At the Emergency Hospital it was found 
that one shot had passed through his hand 
and body within a quarter of an inch of 
his heart. 

McMahon telephoned me as soon as 
they had Kelly, and I joined the posse at 
the hospital. 

Here we took Weeks in, to confront 
Kelly. Kelly admitted knowing Goose- 
neck, but denied he had ever been on any 
stick-ups with him. The only statement 
he made was: 

"My name is Clarence Kelly. I am 
twenty-two years of age. I live at Forty- 
Seven South Park. I don't know who shot 
me, but I believe it was one of the officers 
who arrested me. I don't know what it 
is all about." 

The doctors were afraid Kelly would 
die if the bullet in his chest were not re- 



moved. But Kelly refused to let them 
touch it. He didn't want to live, he 
snarled at police, and turning to the doc- 
tor he said : "They want to patch me up 
only so they can hang me!" 

He expressed contempt for Weeks, call- 
ing him a "squealer," and declared he had 
been framed. 

Leaving a heavy guard with Kelly at 
the hospital, we took Weeks back to the 
Hall of Justice. 

More of the stolen property was found 
at Weeks' house in our second search, and 
a chauffeur's bloody shirt and puttees at 
Kelly's. 

LOOKING up both prisoners in the 
Bureau of Identification, we found 
that although Weeks had no record, Kelly 
had a bad one. 
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Kelly was first arrested at the age of 
eighteen on a charge of grand larceny. 
The case was transferred to the juvenile 
court, and he apparently got probation. 

On- March 13th, 1926, he was arrested, 
charged with stealing a car and malicions 
mischief. The case had been dismissed. 

On April 30th, 1926, he was arrested, 
charged with rape and violation of Section 
220 of the penal code. He was indicted 
by the Grand Jury and held to answer. 
At this time the woman involved testified, 
and Kelly seemed on the road to the pen. 
When the case was called in Superior 
Court, however, the woman refused to 
testify — for what reason, we never could 
find out. And the case had to be dis- 
missed, just three months before Kelly's 
killing orgies. 

Back at the Bureau, we took Weeks into 
Chief O'Brien's office. There, in the 
presence of Chief Dan O'Brien, Captain 
Matheson, Captain Quinn (at present 
Chief), Captain Riordan of Headquarters 
Company, McMahon, Wall, Rauer, Btm- 
ner, and myself, we questioned him. 

We wanted to break through his story, 
to connect him with Monday's murders, 
which he denied. 

Weeks' story was substantially this: 

He had met Kelly about three weeks 
before, in the neighborhood af Twenty- 
Second and Mission. Kelly and his pals 
used to hang out there, and Weeks be- 
came acquainted by joining in the talk. 

"We started discussing different fel- 
lows, and one thing led to another. He 
discussed hold-ups with me. We just 
must have talked it over and finally fixed 
it up to go out on some hold-ups." 

The . pair met between 7 and 7 :30 the 
Saturday evening of the first orgy. Weeks 
was vague about streets and sequences, 
but he brought out most of the Saturday 
night stick-ups. When we got to the kill- 
ing of Pagano, he was frank enough. 

"We drove to this street [Powell and 
Clay] and we saw this man coming down, 
and we started to hold him up. And there 
was shots fired at him. I don't recollect 
shooting, myself. I may have ; you can 
tell by the bullets. If they were large 
bullets I fired them. I had the biggest 
gun and Kelly, the smaller. . . . 

"We finally abandoned the car, and we 
stayed there for about fifteen minutes, and 
several shotgun squads passed us. We got 
out and went down to McCarthy's place 
on Waller Street, and we got drunk 
there. We left the guns there and divided 
the money. My share was about seventy - 
five dollars. We left the place quite a 
while afterwards in a Yellow-Checker 
cab." 

Weeks told a straightforward story. The 
fact that he admitted one possible killing 
"if it was a large bullet" showed he 
wasn't trying to cover up. 

This was puzzling. 

If he admitted one killing, why deny 
others? A man can hang only once! 

Yet he repeatedly denied Monday's jobs. 
And he denied the killing of Biagini. This 
certainly stumped us for a while. But 
after talking with him longer, I became 
convinced he was telling the truth. 

ON this basis, I prepared to go ahead 
and look for still another bandit. 
Then we came to the identifications. 
Here we had verification of Weeks' story, 
for all the living witnesses of Saturday's 



stick-ups identified both Kelly and Weeks 
as the two bandits, while the Monday night 
witnesses and surviving victims identified 
Kelly only. 

On going over Weeks' confession, we 
found reference to a pool-room .where 
Kelly spent a good deal of time. This 
was a pool hall located on Third Street, 
a part of the Southern District under 
Captain Goff. 

When we called on Goff, he told us that 
immediately after Monday's killings his 
men had raided this pool-room and taken 
in seven or eight young men — a tough-look- 
ing lot. They had been released after 
questioning. Captain Goff gave us the 
names and addresses of these suspects. 

With no other lead at all promising, I 
concentrated on this one, and assigned 
Frcderickson, McGinn, and Iredale — three 
of the best men in the Department — to fol- 
low it up. My instructions were : 

"Do nothing but check on that pool- 
room. Take the men Captain Goff had in, 
first, and question them. 

"Then find out everybody who hangs 
out there. Find who was there Monday 
night. Get each man alone, and check on 
both Saturday and Monday — when each 
came in, went out, how long he was there, 
what was said, and what done. Find out 
particularly if Kelly visited the place, and 
if so who came in with him or talked to 
him. 

"Keep away from the pool-room itself, 
and be sure each man will keep his mouth 
shut before you turn him loose." 

The detail set to work, and I went with 
them whenever I could get away. Wc 
talked to the men rounded up, either at 
their homes or at the Bureau. Most of 
them we talked with two or three times. 
Each statement made was checked with 
similar statements of others. Whenever 
there was the slightest discrepancy, we 
called the men back. In all, we found ten 
men who had been in the place Saturday 
or Monday. 

One told us that a young chap had 
popped in Monday evening about 8 and 
called out : 

"Is Kelly here? Is Kelly here?" 

He bad immediately rushed out again. 

Right then, we knew we were hot! 

Our informant didn't know the young 
chap, but he did know that he was called 
Mike, and was just in from the country, 
where he had been picking grapes. He 
had seen another man around the pool hall 
who had come down from the country 
with Mike. 

THAT night, we met Mike's companion. 
"Mike and I hit town Saturday night, 
October ninth," he told us. "I haven't 
seen him since." 

"Can you give us his address?" we in- 
quired. 

"All I know is, he's having his mail for- 
warded to a Greek restaurant at Twentieth 
and Folsom, in care of his mother." 

We were off again. McGinn, Fred- 
erickson, and Iredale rushed to the restau- 
rant. The Greek proprietor referred the 
detectives to a friend of Mike's mother 
who worked at a near-by branch of the 
North Star Laundry. They finally lo- 
cated her, and she supplied the missing 
link — Mike's last name. 

This proved to be "Papadachies," and 
his mother's address was 665 Tenth 
Avenue. 
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Frantically, the officers speeded across 
the city, fearing that a telephone call would 
rout their quarry. 

When they arrived, Iredale ran to cover 
the back, Frederickson the front, and 
McGinn went to the front door. The 
plan was for Iredale to work himself in 
through the back of the house while 
McGinn drew attention to the front. In 
this way they hoped to prevent bloodshed. 

When they rang the bell, the door was 
opened by someone at the head of the 
stairs. It was one of those flats the front 
door of which is controlled by a lever, 
so that the caller can't see who is inside 
until he gets near the top. Walking up 
the stairs, these "callers" could just make 
out the shoes and legs of a man. 

"Is Mrs. Papadachies at home?" pleas- 
antly inquired McGinn (he wanted to see 
whom he was talking to before asking for 
Mike). 

"No, Mother is not here," replied a male 
voice. 

"We want to see her on some very im- 
portant business. Do you know where she 
is, or when she will be back?" 

The detectives were in plain clothes, of 
course. As they talked, they gradually 
edged up. They found a young man, wear- 
ing a bath-robe, with one hand on the 
door control, the other behind his back — 
possibly holding a gun. 

When about ten feet from him, they 
saw Iredale's head ease around the corner 
behind. Taking this as their cue, they 
rushed up the ten intervening feet, Iredale 
jumping in from the back hall at the same 
time. The boy was so taken aback that 
he hesitated just long enough for the 
officers to grapple him — and it was soon 
over. 

Mike Papadachies was in custody. 

(Mike told us later that he thought the 
detectives were solicitors, and had not been 
on guard.) 

THE three detectives brought Papa- 
dachies to the Bureau. I was busy at 
the time, so we let him brew for three or 
four hours. Then I had him brought in. 

"Well, tell us your story, Mike," I 
began. 

The dark vouth before me sat frozen 



with fear, wondering what was coming. 

"I haven't any story," protested Mike. 
"I didn't do anything ! What you got me 
here for?" 

"Listen here, Papadachies. You know 
we have Kelly out at the San Francisco 
Hospital, Now, Kelly told us that you 
were with him Monday night, and that 
you did all the shooting! What have 
you got to say to that?'' 

"He's a damn liar!" he shouted. "Kelly 
did all the shooting. I didn't even have 
a gun! I'll tell you all about it!" 

Then Papadachies went over the crimes 
pulled during those thirty-five tragic min- 
utes on Monday. One by one, in correct 
sequence, he told of every stick-up, every 
shooting. He furnished details we knew 
nothing of, details that were verified to the 
crossing of a /. He wasn't sure of cer- 
tain streets by name, but he took us over 
the route and pointed out every spot. 

He had a marvelous memory. His con- 
fession, with its teeming detail, its coher- 
ence, sequence, and straightforwardness, 
put the skids under any defense Kelly 
could contrive. 

Papadachies really hanged Kelly. 
The three detectives, McGinn, Fred- 
erickson, and Iredale, pulled the neatest 
piece of detective work of the year in get- 
ting Papadachies. Starting with practi- 
cally nothing, they worked up their own 
case and brought in Mike, our star witness 
at the trial. I can't commend them too 
highly, for in prosecuting Kelly we built 
our entire case around Papadachies' con- 
fession. 

Kelly was found guilty of first degree 
murder on three counts, with no recom- 
mendation for mercy. That means hanging 
in California. The verdict was returned 
by a jury in the Superior Court under 
Judge Harold Loudc-rback, on December 
21st, 1926. A motion for a new trial was 
denied after an argument on the motion 
on January 5th, 1927, and Kelly was sen- 
tenced to hang. 

Weeks, after Kelly's conviction, pleader! 
guilty to the murder of Pagano, to grand 
larceny, and to seven counts of robbery, 
first degree. He was given sentences of 
one-to-ten for grand larceny, five-to-life 
on each of the seven counts of robbery, and 
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a sentence of life imprisonment for the 
murder charge. 

Judge Goodel, the District Attorney, and 
I, talked over Papadachies' case. We con- 
cluded that something might he made of 
him yet. There was no question but that 
he had been dragged into the whole mess 
unwillingly. And he had made a good 
witness, truthful and open from the be- 
ginning, and apparently had had a pretty 
wracking lesson. 

Papadachies was allowed to plead guilty 
to two counts of robbery, second degree. 
He was sentenced to the Preston School 
i)f Industry until he should reach the age 
of twenty-one years, after which he is to 
be returned to the above court and placed 
on ten-vcar probation. 

On May 1 1th, 1928, Kelly was hanged. 

INDICATIVE of the wide-spread re- 
joicing and many letters of congratu- 
lation received by the Department after 
the capture of the "terror bandits," is this 
message from the county Grand Jury : 



"Whereas, our efficient and capable 
Chief of Police, D. J. O'Brien, and his 
colleague, Captain of Detectives Duncan 
Matheson, realized they faced a crisis 
never before equaled in the annals of police 
history in this city, threw the entire re- 
sources of the Police Department into 
service and by stratagem and good general- 
ship, kept the killers off the streets, 

"And, whereas, through the subsequent 
diligent and efficient methods — and cour- 
ageous and heroic efforts — saw the cap- 
ture of three Terror Bandits, and con- 
fessions obtained from two of them, with- 
in a week after the commission of their 
crimes, 

"Now, wherefore, be it resolved by this 
Grand Jury, in meeting assembled, that the 
members of this body want to take this 
occasion to express, not only their own 
feelings, collectively and individually, but 
the feelings of the entire citizenry of San 
Francisco, for the brilliant work done. 

"(Signed) Joseph H. 1'inncgan, 
Secretary of the Grand Jury." 



The Real Truth About Chapman- 
America's "Super-Bandit" 
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like a pricked soap bubble! We're beaten, 
that's all I" 

So accustomed was Drayton to taking 
the bad with the good, that he could not 
appreciate the other's despondency. He 
offered his own philosophy, but it fell on 
barren ground. 

"Oh, cut out the Pollyanna stuff," Mc- 
Culley groaned. 

"Well, depend on it, the dicks will sweat 
Loerber plenty when he is pulled in for 
bavin' them bonds in his possession !" 
Drayton drew on his own grim past ex- 
periences for this bit of consolation. "It'll 
be pie for them to find out where they 
came from, and with a leetle bit persuadin', 
he'll come across with the info' about the 
money-orders. . . . He's your dish, all 
right. Anyway, maybe some of your 
bonds is in that lot." 

NOTHING further could be done that 
night. McCulley had felt all along 
that Loerber did not yield him the same 
confidence he had in Drayton, his "college 
mate" at Auburn. Guarding against a 
possible frisking of his person or hotel 
rooms, the express agent had taken the 
precaution of depending solely upon the 
list of missing traveler's checks and secur- 
ities stolen in the Niagara affair filed in 
the New York office. 

He therefore was obliged to possess his 
soul in patience until 9 o'clock the fol- 
lowing morning, when the office force 
arrived. 

His gloomy presentiment was fulfilled. 
Not one of the Loerber Wids tallied with 
those on file ! 

Descending into the subway, McCulley 
boarded an express for the Pennsylvania 
Station, bound for an interview with the 
post-office sleuth. Inspector Stone. The 
police department had rendered him valu- 
able assistance, but intuitively he turned 
to the post-office authorities first. 

"How are things going?" the Inspector 
inquired indifferently, looking up from 
his desk when McCulley entered. That 



they were going none too well, he could 
judge from the expression of the investi- 
gator's face. 

"We've been barking up the wrong 
tree, it seems," the latter informed him 
with a wry grimace. "Here's the bonds ! 
They're not ours." 

With a swift movement, Stone picked 
up the manila envelop into which McCulley 
had put the "hot" securities. 

Extracting its enclosures, he glanced 
rapidly through the collection. Without a 
word, he opened the top drawer of his 
desk, plucked out the circular describing 
the Leonard Street loot, and spread it on 
the flat top. A moment was enough to 
convince him. 

THE NUMBERS TALLIED! 

It was one of those few thrills that come 
in a lifetime. Other bonds belonging to 
that fateful list had already turned up — 
but this was different! These came di- 
rectly from the thief himself! 

Stone asked for and received from Mc- 
Culley a full statement of how he had 
come into possession of the bonds. 

"Loerber didn't know what to do with 
these bonds, so it stands to reason that the 
robbers did not turn over to him the job 
of trying to dispose of them," he said, 
thoughtfully, at the conclusion of the 
American Express representative's story. 
"Therefore, Loerber was an accomplice 
in the Leonard Street hold-up, and this 
is part of his share of the spoils! 

"There is a reward of five thousand 
dollars offered for the arrest and con- 
viction of this mob, but we want to get 
them right. Go slow. We'll see that 
the three men — Anderson, Colwell and 
Loerber — are watched constantly. Your 
job will be to try and get back as much 
of the securities as possible, or to find 
out where the stuff is hidden, before 
a pinch is made." 

The result of a long conference among 
McCulley, Drayton and the two post- 
office inspectors in charge of the case, 
was that the two first-named men lay 
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low until Sunday night, when Loerber 
expected a report on the attitude of the 
bond fence in Toledo. 



In the meanwhile, three officers belong- 
ing to Police Headquarters remained 
planted in the neighborhood of Loerber's 
home ; two were tailing Anderson and 
Chapman — still known to the sleuths 
only as "Colwell." 

THAT there was something new in 
the air was plain to all. The morn- 
ing routine to which they had become 
accustomed was broken. 

Instead of meeting Loerber at 11 and 
being driven to a certain brokerage 
office in the Waldorf Astoria Hotel, 
Anderson arrived at the usual hour, 
alone, visited the Loerber flat, and then 
proceeded north to 107th Street, where 
he entered a moving and storage building. 

All were on pins and needles until 
Loerber returned at mid-day, to find his 
two "employers" waiting for him in the 
Pierce-Arrow. 

There was a conference between the 
three. Then Anderson left them and 
walked to Broadway, where he entered 
his favorite restaurant. There he re- 
mained only long enough to have a 
drink at the bar. He then proceeded to 
a quick-lunch place, where he break- 
fasted. 

As he was a steady patron at both 
places, the detectives figured that he 
might have some pals in either place. 
Consequently, they did not molest him 
until he again reached the street. 

Then, all three pounced quietly upon 
him. The noses of three guns, concealed 
in the officers' pockets, prodded him 
gently : 

"You've got to come along with us !" 

"What do you mean?" Anderson splut- 
tered, his eyes flashing dangerously be- 
hind his rimmed spectacles. "What's it 
all about?" 

"Never mind! We'll, explain all. that 
later !" — steering him toward a police 
flivver stationed near-by. 

His failure to resist puzzled the men, 
as did his incoherent mutterings in Ger- 
man, which continued during the few 
minutes occupied in taking him to the 
Hundredth Street station-house. 

There, they discovered the cause of hisi 
confusion. 

The great "master-mind" was so liq- 
uored u/> that he really didn't knoiv what 
it zcas all about t 

Leaving Anderson in custody of the 
captain, and accompanied by two detec- 
tives belonging to the precinct, the arrest- 
ing officers returned to the Amsterdam 
Avenue rendezvous. 

There, Lady Luck favored them. "Col- 
well" was still lolling back in the car and 
Loerber was in his place on the front 
seat ! 

One moment everything was peaceful, 
and the wide avenue basked lazily in the 
noonday sun; the next, all was pan- 
demonium! j 

The six officers quickly surrounded the 
car and were on the point of placing 
Chapman and Loerber under arrest, when 
a patrolman ran up, pulling his gun from 
its holster as he approached. 

"What's coming off here?" he de- 
manded, mistaking the arrest for a 
hold-up. 

"It's all right, Ryan," one of the Hun- 
dredth Street men informed him. "It's a 
pinch!" 

Thus, quickly and efficiently, was ef- 




AT HOME! 



Let us tell you how you can quickly and 
easily learn to play your favorite instrument, 
right in your own home and in your spare time. 
Music will make you popular, welcomed every- 
where, and offer many big-money opportunities. 

Easy as A-B-C 

Yon need know nothing about music to begin . We 
ffivs you personal, individual instruction right from 
the start and guarantee your satisfaction. You will 
be surprised and delighted that music can be made 
so easy and fascinating.. 

CooreesinPiano.Vlolin.Voice.Trunipet, Mando- 
lin, Organ, Banjo , Tenor Banjo, Spanish Guitar. 
Hawaiian Guitar. Surprisingly low cost; easy terms. 

Send for Our New Catalog Today 

It will tell you all about this great School— now In 
its 2&th successful year — and the wonderful National 
Academy Method that has meant success to over 
200.000 enthusiastic students. Send for it right now, 
while you think of it. It is FREE. 

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC 

Dept. 297, 702 East 41st Street, Chicago 




All thb jewelry i- your* (or telling only 
>xea Mentlio-Nova Salve at 25c. i Wonderf ul 
■ catarrh, cuta, burn*, etc. Order today. When 
■old return SI. 50 and all 5 picric are your*. 
U. S. SUPPLY CO., Dept. ES31. Greenville. Pa. 



$497 



JENKINS 

^Watch-Lighter 

wSK Guaranteed G Jewel watch and new" design 
P elegant cigarette lighter in one. Watch is 
' fa of excellent Swiss make, tested and ad- 
Si justed. Two years* written guarantee. 
Radium dial— tells time in dark. Lighter 

Jpl in of sturdy construction and can b« opened 
m with one. hand. Gives instant llama. Large fluid 
ma capacity. Eaaily replareaidn flinta. Klesatit 
.-orered caae. &END NO MONEY. Pay ood»> 
livery $4.97 plua poataca. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
JENKINS, 683 Broadway, New York 
Dept. 31-A-l 




yWtfRVEL Compact 



ft 

•VI M INSTANTLY REMOVES 
\.~V /k \ SUPERFLUOUS HAIR 

" V u ..iimj.iv aa craning a pencil mark. No liquid, smelly 
am. was or dancer. A Dainty Compact that can 
carried in purae. Hair VANISHES m you apply by 
light, circular motion — anywhere, anytime. Lea vet 
'•kin amooth and hairteaa. I Hacouragea rrowth. 6°"* po.tr 4 
direct from maker. Money bark guarantee, ^"bald"! 
doa*l rlak a penny. Literature on request, only ' 

MARVEL COMPACT CO.. 
Dept. T -6 9 East 14th Street. New York 




Gingham Prints. Percales. Voile 
Shirtings. Dress Prints. Crepes, etc., 51.95 

HRECT TO YOU AT A BIG SAVING. 
I yard* or more of each. NEW COLORS. 

The very newest and lateat popular pat- 
; quality. 

postman 
91,^5. plua 

a few rents delivery charge. 25 yard bun- 
dle S2.40 postaRO paid, money with 
order. Guarantee porta* Iwk if not sat- 
isfied. DIANA DHESS GOODS CO. 
143t4N. Well* St.. Dept. 806, Chicago 



PHOTOS 
ENLARGED 



Size 16x20 inches 
Same price for fall i 
lenjrthor bust form, I 
croups, landscapes. I 
pet animals, etc. , or 
enlartrementnof any ■ 
pari of group pic- 
ture. Safe return of yoor t 

original pboto truaranteed. 

SEND NO MONEY 



Justm.ii) photo or nnapahoMany 
at*'- land within a week you will 
receiveyour beautiful life 



4TK*rnentsizcI6x2bln.|raar~ 

anteei] f;idi*lesa. I'ay puetmari 
9S<- plus postage or aendJt.OO 
with order and wo i>ay postage. 

Special Offer ggjSf »■ 

■ ill send without additional 
coat a hand-tinted miniature re- 
-voduction of photo aent. Take 
advantajre row of this amaz- 
ing offer— send photo today, 

UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY 

MB Ogden Ay,. Dopt. A-980 Chicago, III 




DURING those days Anderson, "Col- 
well" (Gerald Chapman) and Loerber 
were as carefully guarded as any Presi- 
dent of the United States. 

McCulley's hopes again soared. His 
time had not been wasted. He had 
played a prominent role in the disinte- 
gration of one of the country's greatest 
mysteries. 

Monday morning after his reunion 
with Loerber, he turned up in Stone's 
office, once more depressed and pessi- 
mistic. 

"I asked you to drop in and see me 
early this morning, McCulley, because 
I've had a tip that Anderson is prepar- 
ing to clear out of New York," the 
Inspector informed him. 

"And I've a hunch that Loerber's sus- 
picious," McCulley offered. "I don't 
know how it happened. When we started 
to tell him about the fence in Toledo, 
he said he wasn't interested in the 
bonds ; they'd been given him to dispose 
of only, and he didn't care to go into 
the matter further. When we were leav- 
ing him around one o'clock, we tried 
to make a date for to-night, but he 
turned that down cold." 

"Then the only thing to do is to make 
the pinch to-day, if you see the three 
together. But don't arrest one unless 
you are sure you can arrest all. Better 
get right up to Loerber's place now. 
The men who are shadowing the three 
are there and have received instructions. 
I have ordered them to call me up before 
they make the arrest." 

McCulley jumped to it. He subwayed 
to Ninety-Sixth Street, and without wait- 
ing for a local, taxied over to Amster- 
dam Avenue and 102nd Street ; every 
second, now, was fraught with possi- 
bilities I 

Almost as if he had received a signal, 
Loerber emerged from his mother's hum- 
ble tenement. McCulley joined him. 

"Say, what's up between you and Dray- 
ton?" McCulley asked him. 

"Nothing," Loerber answered coldly. 
"Sorry I'll have to hurry — I've an ap- 
pointment down-town." 

"That's all right with me," — the ex- 
,press agent ignored his taciturnity, and 
Lept alongside him as he turned west- 
ward on 102nd. 

An automobile full of tough-looking 
rowdies passed at this moment. 

"Why are you carrying a gat, Mc- 
Knight?" Loerber suddenly asked him. 

McCulley was taken aback for a mo- 
ment. "I saw two men following me 
last night, and I thought I had better 
take it along with me." 

"Well, see that bunch of tough eggs?" 
— referring to the mob in the auto. Mc- 
Culley nodded. Loerber continued : 
"They look like dicks to me. They are 
apt to frisk you and lock you up. Bet- 
ter give me the gat, and I'll bury it for 
you." 

Making the best of a bad job, McCul- 
ley handed over his gun. 

Loerber took it and buried it under a 
blanket in a near-by garage, and then 
led the express agent down-town as far 
as Seventy-Second Street and Broadway, 
where he deliberately left him. 
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fected the arrest of Gerald Chapman, 
whose real name, even at that moment, 
was unknown to his captors. 

Loerber was bundled into the back seat 
beside Chapman. 

"Please tell me what the rap is?" 
Loerber politely inquired. 

"Later. Not now," lie was promised 
with equal politeness. 

Chapman himself maintained a tight- 
lipped silence. 

In order to save time, the prisoners 
were not booked at the police station. 
They were searched for papers and 
weapons in the detectives' room, and 
were then rushed down-town to the Gen- 
eral Post Office. 

What happened there made history! 

THE three men were placed in sep- 
arate rooms, so that they could not 
communicate with each other even by 
signs ; all had served sentences and were 
adepts at the sign language. 

Detectives were dispatched to bring in 
Lucy and her "girl friends," who were 
taken and detained for a while in the 
office of the Inspector in Charge. They 
professed to know nothing, and the most 
severe grilling failed to shake their 
story. 

Inspector William F. O'Connor lost no 
time in visiting the apartments at Num- 
ber 20 and Number 12 Gramercy Park — 
one of the most exclusive residential dis- 
tricts in New York — where the two 
bandit chiefs had lived. 

In Number 12, they found a very in- 
dignant "Mrs. Colwell." 

"I don't care ic7io you say you are," 
she snapped at the inspector who had dis- 
played his credentials. "If you don't get 
out of this apartment immediately, I'll 
call the police!" 

A woman companion who was present 
and who described herself as a Western 
newspaper reporter, succeeded in calming 
her. She explained that it would be a 
simple matter to find out if the inspector 
was an impostor. All that was necessary 
was a telephone call to the Post Office. 

When this was made and the inspector's 
statement that "Colwell" was under ar- 
rest was confirmed, the chic little woman 
went into a fit of hysterics. 

In her presence, a searcli was made of 
the apartment. In a clothes closet, the 
sleuths found a trunk containing $100,000 
worth of the missing bonds, and two loaded 
revolvers. These and the two girls were 
sent over to post-office headquarters un- 
der guard of a detective. 

The interior of Anderson's apartment at 



Number 20 proved to be beautifully fur- 
nished — much superior to that of Chap- 
man. According to the superintendent, he 
had subrented it from an Episcopal 
bishop, who had been given the very high- 
est references. 

So circumspect had been Anderson's be- 
havior, that the inspector had much diffi- 
culty in obtaining an entrance. The super- 
intendent refused to believe that his quiet, 
scholarly-looking tenant was a dangerous 
criminal. His chin fell down so far, how- 
ever, when the door was forced open, that 
O'Connor was afraid he would lock his 
jaws. 

The bishop's sedate study had been 
turned into a laboratory furnished with a 
complete outfit of engraver's tools ; litera- 
ture on engraving and counterfeiting el- 
bowed religious books off the shelves. 
Resting on a prie-dieu in the clergyman's 
bedroom, were two beautifully inlaid opium 
pipes, and tins containing opium graced the 
mantelpiece. 

In a leather-bound trunk were two fully 
loaded .45-caliber revolvers in shoulder 
holsters (one equipped with a Maxim 
silencer) ; a quantity of dynamite caps, 
such as are used by safe blowers; and a 
stock of ammunition. 

Most important discovery of all, were 
two coupons of Puget Sound bonds, which 
were part of the loot in the Leonard Street 
robbery ! This definitely linked Anderson 
with the great stick-up. 

ALL afternoon back at Headquarters, 
the Inspectors took turns in grilling 
the three men. Night fell without obtain- 
ing one damaging admission from them ! 

It was around 8 o'clock when Stone, 
fresh from supper, relieved a brother 
inspector in quizzing Loerber. Outside, 
the rain was coming down in torrents, 
but it was still warm and muggy inside. 
For ventilation, the Inspector left the 
door slightly ajar. 

Not a sound disturbed the silence of the 
room for the first couple of minutes. 
Loerber sat, hunched over in his chair, 
Iiis lips obstinately clamped together. 

Suddenly, like a rush of wind before a 
storm, there was a subdued murmur in 
the outer corridor. This materialized into 
the startling information: 

"CohvcU's escaped! CohvcU's jumped 
out of the xvmdowt" 

Stone hastened to close the door. Just 
as he reached it, a succession of shots 
tore through the air. 
"Colu-etl's killed! . . ." 
Loerber's body stiffened. "What was 
that they said?" he whispered. 
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"What difference does it make to you?" 
Stone asked coldly. "I'm the one to ask 
questions — not you. So far, you've re- 
fused to be sensible and come across. 
We can get enough evidence against you 
from another source. We know all 
about the trip you took to Long Island 
to get the bonds . . . Lucy hasn't spoken 
yet . . . but she'll come through," he 
finished grimly. 

Loerber sprang to his feet. Blood 
congesting in his brain turned his face 
an angry red. 

"Did that rat, Chapman, talk — trying 
to help himself at the expense of my 
girl?" he snarled. "My girl's a decent, 
respectable girl, and she's not going to 
your filthy jail. What did he say?" 

"I'm here, as I said before, to ask 
questions, not to answer them," Stone 
repeated icily. 

Finally, Loerber broke. A stenogra- 
pher and witnesses were called in, and 
he made a statement. 

A synopsis of it follows : 

GERALD CHAPMAN and George 
Anderson had approached Loerber 
one day, and asked him to drive their 
car. That was in late August, 1921. He 
heard them talk about the Leonard Street 
mail hold-up several times before they 
asked him to join them in the robbery. 
They needed his assistance, as he was an 
expert chauffeur. 

He explained how he had driven Dutch 
and Chapman around the proposed scene 
of the crime, and how he had remained 
in the car in the shadow of the Wool- 
worth Building while the two men watched 
and timed the truck which carried the 
Wall Street and Maiden Lane registered 
valuables. 

They had made one unsuccessful at- 
tempt before the night . of October 24th. 
Loerber had not succeeded in sneaking up 
alongside the truck until it reached Canal 
Street, which was too well patrolled. 

He had received his share of the Lib- 
erty Bonds, but those and other nego- 
tiable securities had been taken back by 
Anderson, who promised to dispose of 
them. Instead, Anderson had double- 
crossed him and kept them. 

Loerber did not believe Anderson's 
fishy story, but he was in fear for his 
life. Frequently, he told Stone, when they 
were driving along country roads, he 
could hear Chapman suggesting to An- 
derson : 

"It would be so easy to get rid of him 
— right here, for example ! Just a shot 
in the back as he sits there — or a shot 
through his skull. We could pitch his 
body into a swamp and no one would 
eVer find it I" 

At the conclusion of his statement, 
Loerber offered to guide the Inspectors 
to the place on Long Island where the 
loot was buried. 

Chapman's own car — the giddy black 
and yellow automobile — was used. Into 
this piled Inspectors Stone, Lord and 
O'Connor, two police officers and Loerber, 
who took his seat at the wheel. 

It was a wild drive through the tor- 
rential rain which sluiced against the 
windows and the wind-shield. The night 
was dark as pitch most of the way, and 
the car lurched and skidded through the 
mud, while the noise of the hurricane 
made conversation almost impossible. 



Loerber proved to be a wizard at driv- 
ing his machine. Through the cross-cuts 
which he managed to navigate, he halved 
the long journey to Lake Ronkonkoma, 
Long Island, where, he had told Inspector 
Stone, the cache was. 

Up a country lane, on the outskirts of 
this famous summer resort, the car was 
driven just as the rain suddenly ceased 
and a moon emerged through stormy 
clouds. 

Inspector Lord looked at his watch. It 
was 2 A. M. 

Loerber called the attention of his pas- 
sengers to a farmhouse about three blocks 
away, where there was a light twinkling 
in one of the windows. 

"That's the house where my folks live," 
he said, "but there is nothing in the house. 
It is right near here. Follow me." 

He stopped the car, and the Inspectors 
got out. Loerber led them over to a 
barn, which was reached by a narrow 
path. Squashing through the mud, they 
went; great drops falling from the leaves 
overhead as they broke through the trees, 
trickled down their necks. 

"Here it is, boys!" Loerber called out, 
walking over to the far corner of the 
ramshackle building. There was nothing 
in the barn ; the center of the floor was 
formed of planks, but around those there 
was a wide border of plain, muddy earth. 

Loerber seized a big shovel and started 
to dig into the brown dirt. At about the 
depth of a foot, he struck a white enamel 
breadbox, and brought it to the surface. 

Inspector Stone raised the cover. In 
it appeared nothing but a brown potato 
'sack. 

"What's this?" he demanded. 
Loerber broke into a mirthless, hollow 
chuckle : 

"Pull it out!" 

Stone did so, and opened the sack. 
Sheaf after sheaf of papers, he dragged 
out. 

In it zvas altogether $378,000 worth of 
the Leonard Street botids! 

"Just like a movie thriller I" one of 
the men remarked, as they all piled back 
into the machine and started back for the 
city, where they arrived at 5 A. M. 

A FEW threads remain to be picked 
up, and the story is ended. 
Wolfe, the notorious fence, caught 
attempting to pass the Leonard Street 
bonds in New York, was sentenced to five 
years in Atlanta ; he escaped on a tech- 
nicality, and after many appeals was sent 
to the Essex Penitentiary for six months. 

Sorlein was let off with a light sentence 
in return for turning State's evidence. 
The aristocratic Stanley McCormick 
fought his case through every court, and 
was finally sent to Atlanta for a long 
stretch. 

The "shots" heard by Loerber and Stone 
proved to be merely the back-firing of 
an automobile, coincident with Chapman's 
futile attempt to escape through a window. 

Chapman and Anderson were sentenced 
to twenty-five years in Atlanta. Both 
engineered escapes. Chapman was eventu- 
ally caught again in a burglary attempt; 
he killed a policeman, and was hung for 
that crime. 

Anderson sought a hiding-place in a 
farmhouse out west. For the first time 
in many years he enjoyed the comforts 
of a home, for the farmer's wife was an 
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excellent housekeeper; but it was through 
this woman that the authorities learned 
of his whereabouts. He was killed in a 
pistol duel with the detective who sought 
to arrest him. 

By an ironic twist of fate, it was a 
woman who supplied the detectives with 
every clue which led to Anderson's un- 
doing ; ironic, because, as it developed 
later, the "master-mind" was a notorious 
woman-hater. Perhaps the enchanting 
houri he encountered in his opium-in- 
duced dreams had alienated him from the 
more wholesome charms of earthly beau- 
ties — or he may have suffered from some 
life-lasting blow dealt him by a woman 



in the mystery-shrouded years of his 
early life. 

Arraigned against him were : the 
girl clerk in the bank who discovered 
the first "hot" bond ; Loerber's girl, Lucy, 
whose innocent reference to the auto- 
mobile trip on Long Island gave Stone 
the battering ram opening up the chauf- 
feur's statement; and the farmer's wife, 
who saw visions of an easy life earned 
by winning the blood-money offered for 
his betrayal. 

There is no moral in this ; but it is 
interesting, and Anderson and Chapman 
were not really interesting ; they were 
stupid blunderers! 



The End 
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cautioned, sensing our belief that this 
was too good to be true. "You are up 
against a difficult matter, and I do not 
believe you will succeed. However, the 
prize is so great I have been willing to 
pay your expenses from London on the 
chance that the attache in charge of the 
jewels may, somewhere between Paris 
and Nice on the return trip, relax his 
vigil and you can then succeed in rob- 
bing him." 

"How about following him over into 
Italy, where the police guard will be 
lifted and we will have a better chance?" 
I suggested. 

"Impossible!" Zalesky stated. "To 
cross the frontier, even though it had 
been possible to secure passports for you, 
would leave behind you a trail that 
would be too easily followed. That, we 
cannot afford. No, the robbery must oc- 
cur between Paris and Nice or the proj- 
ect be abandoned as hopeless." 

"Have you any suggestions as to what 
will be the best plan for us to pursue?" 
Louis asked. 

"I have secured a first class compart- 
ment for you on the Train de Luxe 
which is in the same carriage in which 
the attache will travel," he replied. "Be- 
cause of the police guard it will be im- 
possible for you to resort to force. In 
fact, you must not carry fire-arms, or 
even a bludgeon, for you cannot afford 
to arouse the least suspicion. All I can 
suggest is that you keep your eyes open, 
carefully watch the attache without ap- 
pearing to do so, and if the opportunity 
affords itself at any of the stops along 
the route, get the despatch case. If you 
do succeed, you must leave the train as 
quickly as possible. How you will re- 
turn to Paris is something we cannot 
work out in advance for we cannot fore- 
tell at what point along the route you 
may execute your plans. Therefore, you 
will have to rely upon your wits and 
the grace of God to get you back to 
Paris. You Americans are usually in- 
genious about such things." 

"But if we do get the jewels how do 
you know we will return to Paris and 
deliver them to you?" I asked, wishing 
to test his faith in us. "What is to 
prevent us from taking the whole lot for 
ourselves and leave 3'Oti holding the 
bag?" 

"Two things," he succinctly replied. 



"Dan McCarthy doesn't recommend 
men who would do such a trick. And, 
secondly, where else could you dispose of 
such a well-known collection of jewels 
without arousing suspicion? Your first 
attempt to dispose of the loot would 
bring all the forces of the government, 
spurred on by the Shah's wrath, down 
upon your defenseless heads. No, my 
friends, I do not fear that possibility !" 

"Righto !" Louis chortled. "You're not 
to be caught asleep. Now where do we 
pick up this attache, so we will know 
our man?" 

"As I have already said," Zalesky re- 
plied, "your transportation has already 
been arranged for. I will have it de- 
livered to you here at the hotel. To- 
morrow the attache will come to my 
store under police surveillance. There 
he will pick up the jewelry. I shall ride 
with him to the Gare du Nord. A half 
hour before the time for the departure 
of the Train de Luxe you will station 
yourselves where you can watch the en- 
trance to the train. When the attache 
and myself arrive with the police guard, 
I shall indicate the attache to you. You 
will immediately follow us, note the 
number of his compartment and the 
guards who enter it with him, and then 
pass on to your own compartment. The 
rest will then be up to you." 

This did not give us much to work 
on, but it was the best that could be 
expected, and we agreed to the plan 
which Zalesky had worked out for us. 
There was nothing more for Zalesky to 
explain to us, so after instructing tis to 
immediately get into communication with 
him upon our return to Paris, he left. 

THE entire scheme appeared as almost 
an impossibility to both Louis and my- 
self, and neither of us liked that phase 
of it which made it impossible, because 
of the uncertainty as to where we would 
get the jewels, if we did get them at all, 
for us to plan in advance how we should 
return to Paris. However, we deter- 
mined to leave this to chance, trusting 
our respective guardian angels to see us 
through. The young fortune Zalesky had 
offered us was a sufficient inducement 
to make us willing to kidnap the Shah 
himself. 

We both retired that night to dream 
the dream of every crook — retirement 
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with a fortune that would permit us to 
live the life of gentlemen of leisure. I 
am sorry to say that, as with all crooks, 
this dream never became reality with 
me. 

The next day, a half-hour before our 
train was due to depart, found Louis and 
myself, sans luggage and prepared for a 
quick departure from the train, stationed 
at a point of vantage in the Gare du 
Nord from which we could watch the 
arrival of the passengers who were to 
board the Train de Luxe. True to his 
word, Zalesky had had our transporta- 
tion sent to us at the hotel. 

WE had not long to wait before our 
party arrived, flanked on either side 
by a burly plain-clothes man. In the 
center was Zalesky and a man whom we 
decided was the attache. The latter was 
a small, magnificently dressed man, and 
in his right hand he carried a despatch 
case. As they passed the point where 
we stood, a movement of Zalesky's eyes 
and an almost imperceptible nod of his 
head toward the man at his side, in- 
dicated to us that our surmise as to 
his identity was correct. 

Falling in behind them we followed 
about twenty paces in their rear. Pro- 
ducing our tickets and compartment 
reservations we showed them to the 
guard at the train gate and passed 
through. 

The party ahead went directly to the 
train, and their compartment being 
opened to them by one of the train 
guards, disappeared therein. Our com- 
partment, we discovered, was located 
three below that of the attache's. We 
entered, at request of the guard, but as 
soon as he had moved on we stepped out 
onto the platform to commence our spy- 
ing upon our quarry. In a few minutes 
we saw Zalesky leave the compartment 
and depart. The two detectives re- 
mained with the attache. No sooner did 
Zalesky leave than the door was slammed 
shut and locked from the inside. 

And, insofar as we were concerned, 
that was the last we saw of the Shah's 
messenger, for not once did he leave that 
compartment throughout the entire trip 
from Paris to Nice. Meals were served 
to the party in the compartment, and 
whenever the train stopped at a station 
the door remained closed and locked. 

Arriving in Nice we caught the next 
train back to Paris. There we reported 
our failure to Zalesky. We were two 
crest-fallen, disappointed crooks, for we 
very much wanted the reward which 
would have been ours had we been suc- 
cessful. Although disappointed himself, 
Zalesky reimbursed us for our time and 
expenses and we left Paris to return to 
London. 

BY a strange coincidence Jules Zalesky 
was also involved in the second 
failure I shall relate in this story. How- 
ever, in this failure he was not an active 
participant, as he was in the first. It 
merely so happened that our intended 
victim chanced to be his guest in Lon- 
don. 

This failure occurred some months 
after the attache affair in Paris. At the 
time it was a rather quiet season for 
May, Louis and myself. In fact, we had, 
a fortnight previously, returned from a 



vacation spent in Madrid and had not yet 
decided to settle down to work. We had 
been continuing our vacation in the 
dancing places and night-life haunts of 
London. 

On the evening in question Louis and 
I had decided to indulge in a stag spree, 
something we never would have counte- 
nanced had we been working. Leaving 
May at home in our Regents Park flat, 
we proceeded to make the rounds of the 
night-life places. While it was yet early 
in the evening we arrived at the White 
Horse Bar, in High Holborn. Louis, at 
whose suggestion this spree was being 
held, had spent the afternoon drinking 
with a lady friend and consequently had 
considerable of a start upon me. To be 
frank, he was in that condition of in- 
ebriation which the younger generation 
of today so fittingly describes as 
"whoopee!" In the days of which I am 
writing we referred to it as "blotto!" 

We were sitting at a table in the rear of 
the large barroom when an internationally- 
known American penny-weighter (a thief 
who steals jewelry by substituting imita- 
tion jewelry to replace the stolen pieces) 
named Bruce, pushed open the door and 
entered. Pausing just inside the room his 
eyes swept the crowd at the tables until 
they alighted upon us. Hastily he crossed 
to our table and sat down. 

"You certainly are hard to locate!" he 
said, by way of opening the conversation. 
"I've been chasing you two all around Lon- 
don this evening." 

"Why didn't you call May?" I asked. 
Bruce was aware of my alliance with May 
and knew where we were living. 

"I did," he replied. "She said she didn't 
know where you were — that you and 
Louie were out on a bat, but suggested I 
might find you here." 

"\\ 7ELL, now that you've found us, 
VV what's all the excitement?" 
"Williams, that's my partner, and my- 
self have spent the past two months trail- 
ing a salesman for one of the big Antwerp 
lapidaries, hoping to get a chance at his 
sample case. We've chased him all over 
Europe without any luck. Last week we 
followed him from Paris to London. He 
traveled from Paris with Jules Zalesky and 
Zalesky put him up at his home on Euston 
Square." 

"Zalesky, the Paris jeweler?" I asked. 
"He has no home in London." 

"He certainly has," Bruce insisted. "I 
know him well, and he, his wife and a 
maid-servant came over from Paris with 
this salesman last week. They are living 
in a big house on Euston Square." 

I made a mental note of this fact, in- 
tending to tip off Dan McCarthy to Za- 
lesky's presence in London. 

"All right," I said. "Proceed with your 
story." 

"Williams and I have taken turns watch- 
ing the house and trailing the salesman 
ever since we landed in London. He hasn't 
been out of our sight for a minute when- 
ever he has left the house. Neither has 
his sample-case, for he has taken it with 
him every time he went out. But, about an 
hour ago, while I was watching the house, 
Zalesky, Madam Zalesky and the salesman 
came out dressed in evening clothes and 
got into a cab they had ordered. I was 
standing close enough to hear the directions 
given to the cabby and I heard Zalesky tell 
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him to drive to Covent Gardens. About 
five minutes after they left the house, out 
came the maid. She was dressed in her 
best and evidently is taking the night out. 

"And," he paused, to dramatically drive 
home his point, "none of them had the 
salesman's sample case with them. It is in 
that house, probably in Zalesky's strong 
box." 

"Well," I asked, "what do you want me 
to do?" 

"I want you to get it," he replied. 

"Prowling is out of our line, you know, or 
we'd get it ourselves. It should be a cinch 
for you." 

"Just a minute!" I interrupted. "How 
do we split?" 

"Three ways, of course," he replied. "A 
third to you, a third to Williams and a 
third for myself." 

"Fair enough ! Go ahead," I said. 

"Williams is out there watching the 
house now. I figure we've got two or three 
lpurs in which to pull the deal. Do you 
want it?" 

"I'll take it," I consented, and Williams 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

Louie was in no condition, due to his 
drunkenness, to work that night, so he 
agreed to go home to May and await my 
return after the job was finished. 

The first step necessary was to secure 
tools with which to make the entrance and 
to open Zalesky's strong box. As a rule 
I did not go in for heavy burglary, where 
it was necessary to force an entry by pry- 
ing windows or doors. Therefore, my 
tools consisted of an assortment of keys. 
Not knowing anything about this job, ex- 
cept that I probably would have to open 
a strong-box, I deemed it wise to go pre- 
pared for any sort of entrance. Old Dan 
would undoubtedly be able to put me in 
line of some heavy tools. 

THIS I quickly explained to Bruce. He 
agreed with me, so after putting Louie 
in a cab bound for home, we called another 
and drove to Dan's place in Newman 
Street. 

Arriving there we explained our mission. 
And, although Dan did not have any tools 
at his place, he was able to send us to a 
man who did have them. Better yet, he 
advised us to take another "inside" man 
along with us, pointing out that it is not 
always an easy task for a lone man to 
crack a strong-box. 

"The man I am sending you to for the 
tools," Dan explained, "is William Robin- 
son, a 'heavy' man. I don't know much 
about him, but you need another hand, so 
I say take a chance and use him." 

Bruce and I did not particularly like this 
suggestion. But Dan's logic was sound, so 
we decided to accept it. However, we did 
so with the reservation that Robinson was 
not to know our names or the addresses 
at which we were living. We decided we 
would use the names of Vic, Slim, and 
Mutt, for Williams, Bruce, and myself, 
respectively, when having occasion to ad- 
dress each other in Robinson's presence. 
Bruce was to explain this to Williams 
when we would arrive at Zalesky's resi- 
dence. 

"One more precaution," Dan advised, no- 
ticing that Bruce and I were in evening 
clothes. "Robinson doesn't go in for such 
style and he will look out of place in your 
company. He is just about Bruce's size 
so while you go to see him about joining 



up with you, let Bruce dash home in a 
cab and get him an evening outfit. That 
is, providing Bruce has another in his 
wardrobe." 

Bruce did have another suit of evening 
clothes, so while I took a cab to Robinson's 
flat, he drove to his apartment for the 
clothes. Fortunately for him, he had suf- 
ficient presence of mind to remove all 
identifying marks from the clothing before 
bringing them to Robinson's flat. 

I found Robinson at home and quickly 
explained the nature of my business. At 
first he remonstrated, but after being as- 
sured that we would revise our previous 
plan for sharing the spoil from a three- 
way split to a four-way split, and give 
him one of the equal shares for his work, 
he consented to join us. From their hiding 
places about his flat he produced the neces- 
sary tools. At this juncture Bruce ap- 
peared with the clothes, which fortunately 
proved to be a perfect fit, and after dress- 
ing Robinson, throwing an Inverness cape 
about his shoulders and handing him his 
silk hat and walking stick, we called a cab, 
loaded the tools into it and set out for 
Euston Square. 

A block from Zalesky's home we stopped 
the cab, dismissed it and proceeded from 
there on foot. Purposely I lagged back, 
keeping Robinson with me and giving 
Bruce an opportunity to go ahead and ex- 
plain Robinson's presence to Williams — 
also to acquaint him with the names we 
had agreed upon for use in Robinson's 
presence. 

Arriving at the house, which was sit- 
uated on a corner that was well lighted by 
a street lamp, we found Williams on the 
job and the situation unchanged from that 
which Bruce had reported to me in the 
White Horse Bar. The house was com- 
pletely dark. 

With Bruce and Williams, who were to 
stand watch outside while Robinson and I 
entered, I arranged a simple code of sig- 
nals. Two taps on the cement sidewalk 
with a walking stick was a signal to "cease 
work," three taps, "come away quickly" 
and one tap, "continue work." 

Robinson and I then approached the 
front of the house. Separating, he took the 
left side and I the right, seeking the best 
means of entrance. We met at the rear 
and decided the easiest way to attain 
entry was through the area-way door. 

A KEY from my collection opened this 
door for us. Inside we found a short 
hallway, at the far end of which a heavy 
door opened into what we surmised was 
the kitchen of the house. Inspection showed 
this door to be heavily barred from the 
inside. We, therefore, decided to remove 
one of the panels, reach through the open- 
ing thus created, and remove the bar. 

We were working rapidly but noiselessly 
upon this panel with a brace and bit and 
key-hole saw when through the still night 
air came three sharp taps upon the side- 
walk outside. It was the "come away 
quickly" signal and had been given by one 
of our confederates. Without stopping 
even to gather up our tools, we straight- 
ened our clothing, donned our capes and 
hats which we had discarded and, closing 
the outer door behind us, stepped out upon 
the street. 

On the corner, plainly outlined by the 
rays of the street lamp, stood a uniformed 
policeman — a bobby. He was looking di- 



duce 
Hips 

often! to 4 inches 
in 10 days 

"yOU can do it — easily — 
- 1 with the wonderful new 
Perf olastic Reducing 
Girdle. Makes you look 
slimmer the instant you 
put it on. Exerts a con- 
stant, gentle massage that 
breaks down the fat cells, 
moulds away flabby Mesh 
and reduces waist and hips 
— often from 2 to 4 indies 
in 10 days. Made of finest 
quality, fresh, live, pure 
Plantation Rubber by the 

famous Goodrich Rubber Co. 
Cool, comfortable, light — 
some models weigh as little 
as 9] ■', ounces (garters includ- 
ed) — full of tiny holes to let 
skin breathe. 

Write today for FREE 11,1-USTRATED BOOKLET 
with full details about this marvelous girdle, also special 
5-day trial offer and money-back guarantee. No obliga- 
tion. Just fill out and mail coupon below to Perfolaslic, 
Inc.. Dept. 281, 79 Madison Ave.. " 




New York City. 



PERFOLASTIC, INC.. Dept. 281 
79 Madison Ave., New York City. 

Without obligation please send me FREE BOOKLET 
describing and illustrating the new Perfolastic Girdle, 
also special 5-day trial oflcr. 



City. 



. State. 



HOME 



I.lneoln did] it! Also thousands of other 
(Treat law vera, politician* and buun«d 
men. TOO, too, can become m lawyer or 
law trained business man through home 
study truided by the successful practicing 
lawyers of our faculty. Write today for 
free book. 

American Corr. School of Law. 360i 
Michigan Ave., Dept. 1341. Chicago 



Fortune Teller and Dream Book 

Know tho future. Will you be 
successful in love, marriage, health, 
wealth. bunincM? Interpret* ana 
explains all about nalmiatry, finger 
nail Napoleon aOracu* 
luin or bonk of fate; llat* lucky num- 
ber*, tella fortune by card*, dominoes, dice 

marks, or - .: ■ on the akin; makes predictions 
concerning children born on any day, etc., etc. 
Greatest value (or 26c. Nothing like it ' 
up a party. Rare Chineae coin given with your 
book. Send stampa or coin. 
D'Oro Co., Box 90 Varick Sta., Dept. TRG 1 
New York 




NO JOKE TO BE DEAF 

— Every Deaf Person Knows That 

I make myself hear, after being deal for 26 year* 
with these Artificial Ear Drums. 
1 wear them day and night. 
They stop bead noises and ring- 
ing cars- They are perfectly 
comfortable. No one sees tnem. 
Writs me and I will tail you a 
true story, how 1 got deaf end 

bow 1 make you hear. Satiafac- Medicated Ear Drum 
tion guaranteed or money beck. 

GCO. P. WAV, Artificial Ear Drum Co. (Inc.) 
34 Hoffman fildg. Detroit, Mich) 

BEAUTIFUL PORTRAIT^ 
Enlargements 

From Any SNAPSHOT 
orPHOrO YOUHAVE 




ONLY < 



49 



Now is yoor chance 
to get a life-like 
Bromide photo en- 
largement at an 
unusual bargain. 
Reproduced from 
any clear photo- 
graph, tintype 
Bnapshot or (croup £/\ Qf-f 
picture you send. 

No photo too large; none too 
Small. We guarantee safe Size 11 x 14 inches , 
return of your original photo. Send as many photos 
aa yoo wish at the bargain price of 49 cents each. 
Kp\n Kfl HflVFV Simply mail photo, name and ad. 
BMIU ™ v I?IW%g5.« dr(;tllli i na f,.wdaysyouwillrec,.ive 
a beautiful entarxoment that wit) never fade. With the cnlarce- 
merit comes an illustrated circular describing our most MpaV* 
frames. From this circular you can choose the frame which t 




__ nivfmr FREE with every" enlargi 
arrival of enlarvement, pay postman 



lent ordered in colors. 

->nlr 49c plus a few pennies 

postage or send 50c with order and we will prepay postage. 



r- 1VFN Beautifully Carved Frame- An a special inducement 
v ** * *->* , to acquaint you with the hiirh quality of our work, wo 
will frame every enlargement dont: in Pastel Water Colore Abso- 
lutely Given. Don't put it off. Mail your photo now. 

NEW l lt.v PORTRAIT COMPANY 

10 K. Erie St* Dept. 320 Chicago, III. 



110 



True Detective Mysteries 



t 





For Your/ 
Oldlron/ 

Sensational, Money-Saving Opportunity! 
$2.00 allowed on any old Iron, regard- 
less of condition — trade It In for a brand 
new Diamond Iron on this amazing short-time 
Introductory Offer I 

NEW Heating IRON 
1 Cuts IroningTime in Half! 

1 Makes ironing delightfully easy, cool 
and comfortable in any home. Ends hot stove 

drudgery forever 1 Use It anywhere. Indoors or outdoors. 
Saves 779 steps per average Ironing. Beats gas or electricity. 
Boras 96% air, 4 % common kerosene (coal oil). No attachments, 
cords, wires nor tubes ts bother with. Quick, retaliated, uniform 
heat. Always ready. Lasts a lifetime. Low oriced. Guaranteed. 

TRY 30 DAYS 
AT OUR RISK 

No obligation. Return if not de- 
limited. Write quick tor aransinc 
in! r»dilct"ry 11 Trad<'-iii < >:i ■ r and 
30-Duv No- Ri.lt Trial Opportun- 
ity. Mail letter or card Todnv. 

The Akron Lamp Co. 
861 Iron Bldg. Akron, O. 



AGENTS! 

Make Big Money 

New plan. Simply accent 
orders and trade in old 

* at $2 apiece. We stand 

. JtalQMdSt. WMttotMaw 

for oxrlutdvo territory 
Free Outfit Offer. 



RUPTURE 



TRUSS on 

OrT. DAYS 
OU TRIAL 

No Money Down—Mo Deposit— No C. O. D. 

Doctor's Invention. No leg strap, elastic web or 
cruel spring. Improved soft velvet covered flat 
pad. Eliminates severe pressure. Does not plug 
or enlarge opening. Cannot shift. Thousands 
say no other truss so comfortable. Investigate. 
Costs nothing to try. Dr. Kaiser, 2906 Main 
Suite 106, Kansas City, Mo. 




YOUR LEGS 

Are they skinny, too fat or weak? If so, 
would suggest that you send for my 
book, "STRONG, SHAPELY LEGS," 
Beautifully illustrated with ha If -tone 
photographs, showing how to obtain a 
pair of strong, shapely legs. 25c in 
coin, or 30c in stamps. Send today, 
before you forget! 

ANTHONY BARKER 
1235 6th Ave., Studio 12, New York City 



BEFORE 




after GRAY HAIR 

.a not fashionable and it doe* not improve 
your personal appearance. BANISH rrav 
hair the safe and easy way. Have beautiful 
■oft hair that everybody admire*. Simple to 
apply and results are annicinc. Graj and 
faded streaks are replaced by whatever 
■hade you wish to have. Will not fade, 
wash or rub off. Stands any amount o( 
curling. Send only 9Kc in stumps or coin 
or pay pout man $1.25 and postage. <Th>* 
is one-half regular price to inlrodtico 
nulckly.i Satisfaction dUnranteed. Do It 
now— Don't dehiv. Static Shauk DIUMIU. 
Mavnui Works; Box 12; Varlck Sta., 
Dept. T. R. G. 1; New oi k. 



Bow 




Legs 



THIS GARTER (Pat'd) 
Makes Trouiers Hang Straight 
IF LEGS BEND IN OR OUT 

Free Booklet — Plain Sealed Envelope 

The T. CARTER CO. 
Dept. D. South Bend, Ind. 



A Fight Against Rupture 

ATTENTION 

vs. 

NEGLECT 

Everyone should realize the 
' seriousness of Rupture, even 
where the protrusion is small. 
The Brooks Appliance is the 
. finest kind of mechanical 
v support for reducible rup- 
» turcthatit is possible to 
Yniild. Hard pads and 
'stiff springs arc entirely 
eliminated. Our Auto- 
matic Air Cushion, light, cool 
and absolutely sanitary, is protected by patents in the 
United States and all important foreign countries. 

Your name and address pinned to this advertisement 
will bring complete details of our free trial plan in plain 
scaled envelope. No need to write a letter. 

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 186-F STATE ST., MARSHALL. MICH. 




rectly at us as we stepped into view and I 
was certain that lie had seen us come out 
of the area-way door. Williams and Bruce 
were nowhere in sight. 

The hobby started to cross the street to 
accost us. But noticing that we were in 
evening clothes and apparently respectable, 
he hesitated. Sensing his hesitancy to ac- 
cost two gentlemen, I gave Robinson the 
cue for our conduct in front of the bobby 
by raising my voice and speaking in a loud 
tone. 

"She's a mighty sweet girl," I said. ''But 
I'd hate like the devil to have my family 
learn that I am familiar with a servant 
girl. I don't like this sneaking out of 
back doors at night." 

My remark, I could sec, brought a smile 
to the bobby's face. But apparently he 
was not quite satisfied for instead of turn- 
ing back he came toward us. 

Even now I still believe that had Robin- 
son kept his head I could have averted any 
suspicion the bobby might have had of us 
by elaborating upon my scheme of calling 
upon servant girls. But as the bobby ap- 
proached us Robinson reached for his hip- 
pocket and came out with a gun. This he 
leveled at the surprised officer and pulled 
the trigger. The hammer fell but the 
cartridge did not explode. And before 
Robinson could again pull the trigger the 
bobby closed with him, his night-stick 
flailing, and his whistle shrilling for help. 

How Robinson had gotten that gun on 
his person I do not know for both Bruce 
and myself had helped him to dress. But 
I do know that we did warn him, before 
starting on the expedition, against being 
armed, for we did not believe in strong- 
arm methods. 

The first blow of the bobby's night-stick 
.stretched Robinson on the sidewalk. It 
was very apparent that I could not be of 
assistance to him, nor could I, unarmed as 
I was, hope to cope successfully with the 
bobby's club. Therefore, I took to my 
heels. The bobby remained with Robinson, 
preferring to be satisfied with one prisoner 
than to take the risk of chasing me and 
perhaps having Robinson regain conscious- 
ness and escape also. 

THE next morning I got into communi- 
cation with Bruce. He and Williams 
had fled the scene of the crime right after 
giving the alarm. As outside men they 
surely were failures for had they merely 
warned us to cease work until the bobby 
had passed we would have been safe. But 
they were inexperienced as burglars, so I 
could not attach any blame to them. 

Between us we hired a lawyer to defend 
Robinson. But a lawyer could not save 



him, for immediately after his arrest he 
had made e. clean breast of the whole 
affair, even to telling the police what little 
he knew about Bruce, Williams and myself. 
Our foresightedness in using false names 
in his presence was all that saved us from 
a stiff prison sentence. 

Robinson was tried for assault to murder 
and received a seven-year sentence in 
Parkhurst Prison. Years later I was to 
meet him there, and in front of the au- 
thorities of the prison in order to win a 
pardon for himself, hear him accuse me of 
the attempted burglary of Zalesky's home. 

At the trial the jewelry salesman took 
the witness stand and testified that his 
sample case, containing thirty-five thou- 
sand pounds worth of diamonds, was in 
the wall safe of Zalesky's home on the 
night of the attempted burglary. 

Thus did I fail to secure another rich 
prize. 

IN this narrative I have told the story of 
two of my failures to obtain coveted 
prizes. Although these failures were dis- 
appointing, they cannot compare with the 
greater failure I made of life by following 
the crooked road. Not only does that apply 
to myself, but to those who were associated 
with me in the enterprises related in this 
story. 

Jules Zalesky, after years of successfully 
eluding the police as a fence for stolen 
jewelry, was finally apprehended in Vienna, 
and while an old man, sentenced to ten 
years in prison. He died before he com- 
pleted that sentence. Dan McCarthy, whose 
criminal activities were the cause of mak- 
ing a paralytic cripple of his wife Julia 
and ruining her life, died of apoplexy while 
seated at a table in the shop he conducted 
in London. 

Williams and Bruce later received long 
prison terms in France, and after serving 
those terms came back to the world, 
old and enfeebled men. Louis Lorenzano 
died in Turin, Italy, while still in his 
prime, a victim of a weak heart that 
could not stand the strain of the life 
he had led. Chicago May Churchill and 
I were later tried in the Old Bailey Court, 
London, for the shooting of Eddie Guerin. 
She received a fifteen-year sentence for 
this crime, although innocent of it. I re- 
ceived a life sentence in Dartmoor Prison, 
where I served fourteen long years before 
being given my liberty. 

Does crime pay? My answer to that 
question is to point to the failures the 
characters of this story made of their lives 
by being criminals. What greater object 
lesson can one have of the truth of the 
statement that crime does not pay? 
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My Battle with Coffey— 
Infamous Butcher of Women 



(Continued from page 66) 



further responsibility in the case beyond 
what aid we might offer in prosecuting 
him. We notified Attorney Orchard that 
the forgery charge against Coffey would be 
dismissed and the prisoner turned over to 
him for the more serious charge of murder 
whenever he wanted him. 

Then things began to happen with alarm- 
ing swiftness. Investigation proved that 
there was no place known as Irving Park 
in Grant County, where Coffey claimed he 
had camped. Those acquainted with that 
country declared it would be impossible 
for a strong man — much less Coffey, who 
was prematurely aged — to carry a body 
weighing 160 pounds almost two city blocks 
and toss it into the river. There is a toll 
collector on duty there at all hours, and 
the traffic is heavy night and day, so even 
if he was able to carry her that far, it 
couldn't have been done without being seen. 
Chief of Police Trostle of Madison re- 
ported that while all the other camping 
paraphernalia was found in Coffey's car, 
the tent was missing. It was his belief 
that Coffey wrapped the body in the tent 
and weighted it down before dropping it 
in the river. We concluded that if the 
body was in the river, it wasn't thrown 
from the bridge. 

Following this, a pair of jumpers, a 
hand ax and a spade with dirt still cling- 
ing to it, were found in a secret recess in 
the basement of the Coffey home in Mad- 
ison. Suspicious-looking stains resembling 
blood were found on these articles. 

Next Richard Warner, proprietor of the 
hotel in Sheboygan where Coffey regis- 



tered on October 14th, said Coffey had a 
number of heavy suitcases which he re- 
fused to let anyone but himself handle. 
We considered the possibility of Coffey's 
having cut the body to pieces and put the 
pieces in suitcases and distributed them in 
graves all along the rambling route he took 
to Asheville. 

Meanwhile District Attorney Kane, of 
Dubuque, had been active. J. A. Heyne, 
Superintendent of Eagle Point Park, 
located on the Iowa end of the north 
bridge leading into Wisconsin, identified 
the pictures of Coffey and his wife as those 
of a couple zt'ho were at his camp on 
October 11th! Frank Feyen, a Park em- 
ployee, told of finding a broken baseball bat 
on the site of the Coffey tent the morning 
after the couple left. 

But even I, who knew Coffey "from the 
inside," so to speak, was unprepared for the 
amazing events that now followed with 
alarming rapidity. 

The hideous truth is now out — Hattie 
Hales — whether killed accidentally, after 
cold deliberation, or in the heat of pas- 
sion — is dead. But — is the evidence 
against her murderer sufficient to convict 
him? Will he — trapped, cornered in the 
mesh he feels closing in on him — yet 
wriggle free? No more thrilling hattie 
of wits ever took place than this between 
the doughty young Sheriff and the 
master-criminal — that reaches its amaz- 
ing climax in next month's issue — Febru- 
ary True Detective Mysteries, on all 
news stands January 15th. Don't miss it! 



The Criminal's "Pay Check" 

By Convict No. 12627 
Washington State Penitentiary, Walla Walla 



CRIME is not profitable, never has 
been, and never will be. The best 
proof of this is found in a perusal 
of the records of men who have unsuccess- 
fully tried to beat the law and have found 
their way into a penal institution. 

I have gone over the records of 105 men 
serving sentences for grand larceny, bur- 
glary, robbery, and forgery, these being the 
principal gainful crimes. I found that 
these 105 men obtained through their 
operations the total sum of $7,878.28. If 
this amount was divided among them 
equally, each one would receive for his 
share $75.03. These men received sen- 
tences aggregating 301 years and six 
months. This figure, however, takes into 
consideration only their minimum sen- 
tences, and it is not certain that they will 
be released at the expiration of their 
minimum sentences. On this basis, these 
men are serving sentences for $26.13 per 
year, $2.18 a month, or a daily wage of 
seven cents! 

Think of a man going into a business 
where he will be required to labor all day 
and receive only seven cents for his labor, 
and in addition to this be deprived of his 
liberty, companionship with his friends 



and loved ones, and placing himself in a 
position where he will forever be ostra- 
cized by society ! 

Among these records I find that the 
highest paid man received a sentence of 
one year for cashing a check to the amount 
of $205. This is more remuneration than 
the average criminal receives, but a study 
of this man's case revealed that he had 
worked for a farmer a whole year to gain 
the confidence of his employer and his 
fellow citizens, before attempting to cash a 
check for this amount ; and even after all 
this preparation and these precautions, he 
was apprehended. I find that forty of these 
men, whose sentences totaled 125 years, 
did not profit at all from their efforts. 

During the many years I have been "out- 
side the law," I have become acquainted 
with more than ten thousand criminals, and 
among these ten thousand there is not one 
to whom I can conscientiously point as 
having been successful in a life of crime. 
The successful criminal is a myth. 

Some criminals like to regard themselves 
as having been successful, but this cannot 
be true unless an average daily earning of 
seven cents or thereabouts is accepted as 
being the reward of success. 



10 Inches Off 
Waistline In 
35 Days 

"I reduced from 48 inches to 
38 inches in 35 days," says R. 
E. Johnson, of Akron, O., 
"just by wearing a Director 
Belt. Stomach now firm, 
doesn't sag and I feel fine/' 
The Director Belt gets at 
the layer of fat and quickly re- 
moves it by its gentle, kneading, 
massaging action on the abdo- 
men, which causes the fat to be 
dissolved and absorbed. Thou- 
sands have proved it and doctors 
recommend it as the natural way 
to reduce. Stop drugs, exercises 
and dieting. Try this easy way, 1 

Sent on Trial 

Let us prove our claims. 
TVe'll send a Director for trial. 
If you don't get, results you owe 
not bine. You don't risk a penny. 
Write for trial offer, doctors' en- 
dorsements and letters from 
users. Mail the coupon NOW I 
LANDON & WARNER 
332 S. La Salle St., Chicago, III. 




Landon A Warner, Dept. C-l 332 S. La Salle, Chicago 

Gentlemen : Without tost or obligation on my part 
please send me details of your trial offer. 

N'ame.. „ ... — ~— 

Add ress „.........,_.......... 



Wew Men's 

StrapWatch 




tend. Rush order. Send ... 

685 Broadway, New York, Dept. 31 f-j 



Two years 

KUHrnn tea 
with this 
jeweled 
Swiss 
watch. Choice 
in square, tonneau 
round or cunhion shape-- 
same price. Radium dial, 

.keeper. Satisfaction Kiiftrnn* 

Pay DOHtmaeter 53.99. JENKINS, 



| VDRESS GOODS 




BARGAINl-THIS MONTH 



SPECIAL f„ 
OFFER J 



J95 

aaaaaa +0STC 



5 YARDS GIVEN - 



Ginahama. threaten, mitt*, Voiles, 
Chambray*,Shirting*.Crrpta,etc.lieil 
clean (roods direct tovuti at a bin sav- 
ing- Latest Assorted Color*. 4 yards of 
earhormore. The very newest, latest 
pntternafordrest.es Our finest quality. 

SENDNOMONEY $ , , :?f; p Kr^ 

cents delivery charee. 25 yard Cundlo 
$2.:i9 pnstt.-we paid, money with order. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money back 
EASTERN TEXTILE COMPANY 

693 Broadway, Dept. F-40, N. Y. C 



Dont Let $1^9 stand Between You 
And A Good Head Of Hair 

—''Up ~ - - . - . ~ 



For vears I suffered from dandruff 
and falling hair, until a friend told 
me an old Canadian method. This 
treatment will stop falling hair, eradi- 
cate dandruff and grow new hair. Doz- 
ens of my friends have had equal 
results. The method is simple, easy 
and positive. Send me $1.00 to cover 
■ .uut i will mail you this prescription 
and method of treatment with my positive 
guarantee that you will be satisfied or I will 
return your money. A few cents at any drug- 
store buys the necensnry ingredient*. You will thank me many times, 
as my friends have, for telling this method which ha* succeeded 
where everything tW has failed. SI. 00 only, and your hair 
trouble is solved for the rest of your life. 

STEO PITT. Dept. l-D. 153 Court Street, 

New Haven, Conn. 




DC A RAILWAY 

DlTRAFFIC INSPECTOR 



EARN UP TO 

ClCA PER MONTH 
^*^ v EXPENSES PAID 

Fascinating profession de- 
mands more trained men, 
ages 19-55. Pleasant, easy 
work. Chances for advance- 
ment unlimited. Travel or 
remain near home; report to 
high railway officials. 

I-earn Traffic Inspection in few weeks' spare time home 
instruction. We train you, and upon completion, assise 
you to a position paying $120 to $135 per month plus 
expenses, or refund your tuition. Cost moderate. Big 
demand for men now. Write to-day for full information. 
Standard Business Training Institute 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
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True Detective Mysteries 



LUMINOUS PAINT 



Make Your Watches, Clocks, Ete. 9 

; c ;u| kv< ElJiohi The very latMt discovery in ths scientific 
1SIDIP DjT fllgllV world. 'Uitbtrto. practically uaobiain- 
able «xeopt at en exorbitant price, wo havo at last succeeded hi producing this remarkable 
LUMINOUS PAINT, which, applied to VmwmS** O l aa , T 9 * Wm "« o1 E&JSttt* 

rend^ing it perfectly vlslbia in t ho dark. THE DARKER THE NIGHT. THE MORE BRIL- 
LIANT IT SHINES. Quito simple to use. Anyous — you can do it. A UtUs applied to the dial 
el your watch or clock will cnablo you to toll tho time by night. You can coat the push but- 
tons of switch plates of nv electric lights, match boiea, and innumerable ether article*; 
make your own luminous Crucifixes. Luminous it-sAries. etc. 6mall botilo. price 25c. Larger 
SOc and SI p™tr»i.id. JOHNSON SMITH * CO. Peat. 92S. PACINE. WIS. 




CIGARETTE 
MAKER 

Roll your own and . save 
tnonny. Better and quicker; 
uvea more than hall. U*o 
your favorite brand of tobac- 
co. NmI, useful, handy. 
Pockot alio, weigh* Jj oa. 
Made entirely of metal, 
nickel plated. 25c, 3 for 65c 
po stpaid anywhere. 



NOVELTY BADGES 



GOOD LUCK RING 



Vary striking, quaint and 
uncommon. Silver finish; 
akuU and crossbonee design, 
two brilliant, flashing genu 
sparkle out of tbe eyes. Said to 
" ' g gOOjj lnck.Otily 2Sc pfrdU 




i wo Tory novel mmai naucci, nicaci 
plated, that you can wear, giving you fun 
out of all proportion to their trifling coat. 
IOc, each badga. 3 for 25c, or 75c oor 



dor, postpaid anywhere. 



MIDGET BIBLE 




Exploding Cigarettes 

JUST LIKE ORDINARY C'G- 
ADETTES. BUT SUCH 
RuAL STARTLERS I Tho 

bos contains ten genuine cig- 
iv rot tea of excellent quality. 
They appear eo real, but 
when e»cQ cigarette is about 
one-third ernoked, tio victim 
g< \c a very great surpriso aa 
i loud BANG' A great mirth 
ircly harmless. Price. 25c box. 



SURPRISE MATCHES 

More fan than 
tenting wltb yourC 
wire. Look Just ' 
like ordinary 
matches. Put up 
In boxes Just like reg-1 A* 
Ular Safety Matches. 1W * 
As the victim tries 
IlKbt one he pots quite a surprise. 
Plica 10tDerJ>QX._3 boxet lor 2S c, 12 f or 75r«wU. 




in to be appreciated. Make good money 
selling them ta (rteuda. cour-n acq n a in tan ere, 
etc. PRICE 15c er.eh. 3 for 4©c, 12 M 
$1.35. 100 for S7.S0. Also obtainable in 
Leather Binding, with gold edges. Price 50c 
each. 3 for SI. 25, S4.SO per dor. Magni- 
fying Glaaa for nee wn h Midsot HiMe. 15c. 




STAGE Wlthabunch 

MONEY It Is easy lor 

— each person 
of limited 
means to 
appear 
prosperous 
by Hashing 
a roll of 
these bills 
it the 

Ip roper 

time ani peeling on a genuine bill 
or two from the outside ol the roll, 
the effect created will be found to 
be all that can be desired. Prices, 

postpaid: 40 Bills 20c, 120 for 50c, 
or S3. 50 thousan d postpaid. 

MAGIC NOSE FLUTE 



Tho Maglo Noto Flute, or Hu- 

manntone, ia a unique and 
novel musical instrument that 
It played with nose and mouth 
combined. There ia iur* - 
ia pia: 




litUo knack 



laying 



prac- 
tice, will enable you to 
produce very iweet 



it no fingering, and once you have mast, 
it you can plav all kinds of music with lac 
and ease Wnen playi-d as an aeeornpaain 
ana niano or any other muaicnl instrum 
the effect ia aa charming aa it ia surprising. 



INVISIBLE INK 

The most con- 
fidential messages 
can be written with 
this Ink. fur the 

writing makes no mark. 

Cannot be seen unless yon 
know the secret. luvalua 
for many reaeona. Keep 
your poaiale and other private 
ntcrr.urandiime away from pry- 
ing eyee. 'Great fun for play- 
ing practical jokes. 

Only 15c a Bottle; 3 for 40c* 
JOHNSON SMITH & CO. 

Dept. 925, RACINE. WIS. 



BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL 

,^ ProUctum acaxnat Burglar*. Tramps, * Docs Special Off e* 
_r*^ | — ^asay— j^pJA 1 Blank Cartridge Piatd 



Well made 

effective, mod' 
oiled on lateet 
type of Revolver; 
appearance alone 




bunriar.When loaded It 
may be as effective as » 
Teal revolver without 



Ttdge — obtainable every, 
where. Special cash with 

order otter; l Superior e/.ioIity Blank Cartridge Pis- 1 



fit, 100 Blank Cartridrca. and our Dew 550 nape 
IV ! .tot -i- . v. | Inject bmtties: ull for ONLY 
SI. 50. Shipped by Kx press only. Cannot po by 
parcel post. Kxtra Blank Cartridges 50c per lOOV 

Special Holster (Cowboy Type) for pistol 50e. No CO. D. •hioment*. 



Throw Your Voice 

Into a trunk, under the bed or 
anywhere. Lots of fun fooling the 
teacher, policeman or friends, J 

The VENTRILO 

a little instrument, tits in 
the mouth our of sight, used 
with above for Bird Calls, 
Anyone can use it. Never fails, 
A 16-Pasre Course on ALL FOR 
Ventriloquism and in/i.. aJ 
the Ventrilo 1U LelltS 






Wonderful Instrument 



lu.ble ( 



Watch Charm 
Piste- 



Wonderful A- Ray Tube 

tmk wonderful little 
^iiistrumentprtv 



clng optical 
Illusions both 
t eurprtslnf? and 
*-*»slartllnR. Wltb It 

yoo can see won is apparently the bones of 
your fingers, tho lead in a lead pencil, ths in- 
terior opening to a pipe stem, and many other 
similar illusions. A myatery that no one has 
been able to ■atisfictcrily explain. Price 10c, 
3 for 25c. 1doifn75c. Johnson Smit h & Co. 

L very Boy H.s Own Toy Maker 

Greatest boys' book 
written. Tells how t( 
make a Pinhole Cam 
<*ra. a Canoe, model 
Railroad, a Telephone. 
Boomerang, Telegraph 
Instrument, Box Kite, 
Talking M achine 
Microscope, Electric Motor, Electric 
Door Bell, Water Wheel. Paddle 
Rait, a pair of Skis, a Dog bled 
Bird House. Rabbit Yard, etc. 64 
pages. 150 Illustrations. PRICE 
10c ooatoaid. 3 for 18c 




Serpent's Eggs 



Box contains 13 erxf. When 
lit with a match, each one 
gradually batches iteelf into a 
snake several 
feet long, which 
curia and twute 
about in a most 
life-like manner. 

Price per box. 10c postpaid. 3 for 25c. 



The "Little Giant" Typewriter 

A First Class Writing 
Machine For $1.50 

A perfect little typewriter for ! 1 .60. 
There are thousands of persons who 
would like to use a typewriter but 
wuoee needs and business do not war- 
rant tue expense attar had to the pur- 
chaao and use of a fifty or seventy -five 
dollar machine. To such persona we 
confidently recommend our Little 
Qiant. Itts strongly made, hut simple 
in construction, so that anyons can 
qoickly learn to operate it. and write 
as rapidly aa they would with pen 
and ink. The letters of the alphabet 




moat frequently used are so grouped aa to enable one to write raptdly. the nun 
1 to 10. and tbe punctuation mar* a being together. With this machine yon can „™ 
your ti t girl typewritten love letters, addrera envelopes, make out bill*, and do almost 
any kind of work not roouiring a large, expensive machine. With each typewriter 
we send a tube of ink and full printed instnictiona for uaing the machine. Price com- 
plete $1.50 by mall postpaid to any address In t he world. 

THE NEW POTATO PISTOL 

This Is surely the most ingenious ot 
all air pistols. For ammunition ALL 
YOU NEED IS AN ORDINARY 
POTATO, and that Isn't hard to 
get. Merely place the point of the 
barrel of the pistol Into a potato, as 
<*hown in the illustration, withdraw 
the pistol and fire. Nothing could 
be simpler. It Arcs quite a distance: 

goes off with a report like all air guns, and 
there ie absolutely nodanger. Wclland ntrongly 
made entirely of mrtai. Price Poglpd. Only 35c. 
A Do Luxe Edition of our new 1930 CATAUW aiawtsg on receipt ol 2 So. 
Handsome binding. Bagger end batter than ever On y book of Its Undlaj 
existence. Hearty 650 pages ot all the latest trleke In magic, the ne west 
_~~.it i*. „uiri*a. ram* a. snorting toodi, rubber atampa, Hnwevel and 




novelties, pussies, gomes, sporting goeoVe, 
Intereatlng booka. curiosities In see da and plants, etc unprocurable 
dlse where. Remit by Stamps, Coin, Money Order. Check, etc Unused 
U. S.. Canadian a ad Foreign Stamps else accepted. 



one. Odd. cur ion 
if pleasure a 

douhl 
in ul 



of 



turn. 



acor" 1 . 



J so an 
.Oper* Ulan 
a Stereo 
. .- Burning Lea 
Reading Glaaa. a Teh 
*>pe, a Compass, a Pocket 
Laryngoscope — for exai 
_ /e, ear. nose and throat. It ia wort .. _ 
p »v*n one painful cinder iu the rye. Folds flat and 
Prxc only 35c Or 3 for Sl.OO. 



irror . and ■ 



DISSOLVING VIEWS 



Arctniiarstaxtler. 
Mado entirelyof 
metal, having a 
microscopic lone 
fitted intooneend. 
While the victim 
is abf>orbod in ad- 
mirntion of tbe 
pretty picture and 
tuma the button in 
t rnnficenrf xprc'tn.tior] or seemir t om«?thin« inter* 
Bfi??fi ■ fi Prin(t eyrince ia broiyrht into action, and 
LDO observer experien< — " 





Lover'sKnotorFriendshipRing 

Made of 4 strands 
of genuine 14K gold 
fill ed mi re , woven in- 
to the True Lover's 
Knot, symbolic of 
love or friendship. 
Very pretty, yet not 
showy. Each ring 13 
madebyhandbygold 
wireexpert. It looks 
good and it is good. 

Price SOc Postpaid) 
John son Smith 6V Co. 

250 Magic Tricks 10c 

tie book containing 

MADE 1 1°. P»r'.o' 

I ricks, tricks 
EAST with cards, coins, 
handk e rchiefs, 
eggs, rings, glass- 
es, etc. So simple 
that a child can 
perform them. 
Profusely illus- 
trated, bent post- 
pa : d to any ad- 
dress for only 10c, 
3 copies for 25c. 




n.75 




Exact reproduc- 
tion of a real pis 
toUaetuallytire; 
REAL BLANK 
CARTRIDGES 
eftniniaturssise. 
Illustration i 1 
actual aire. 1 M 
inches long, with 
ring at end for 
attaching to 
watch chain 

Loads like a regular pi»tol. Pull the trigger and it goes off with a loud bang. 
Pistol ia break open type; illustration eliowe posiuon for loading. Made 
entirely of high grade ateel, nickel plated, octagon barrel, handsome]? 
engraved handles, complete in box with cleaning rod. PRICE SI. 75. 
Also furnished with pcerl handle*. $2.50. BLANK CARTRIDGES, 50c 
3-:r big of 2 5. JOHNSON SMITH * CO., Dept. 925, RACINE, WIS. 




ARTESIAN 
DEVIL 

A Clever Novelty 



Just Press Top and 
the Devil Dives to the 
bottom—Let Go and 
It Comes Up Again, 

Most Interesting 
and Amusing 

The Devil in the Tube is 
a most interesting and 
amusing novelty. There 
is a glass tube nearly six 
inches long, a little glass 
devil and a rubber cap which fits tightly over the top of the 
glass tube, effectively sealing it. Tbe tube Is filled with 
water, the glass devil placed inside, and the rubber cap 
placed over top of tube. AH you have to do to make the 
devil dive is to press tho rubber cap with the finger, as 
shown in the illustration, and the devil immediately sinks 
to the bottom. As foon as you release the pressure the 
devil dives to the surface again. Or you can cause him to 
suspend halt way, or even dance up and down In the 
water la«ide the tube. Tbe effect ts con iderably heightened 
it a colored liquid is used. It is a scientific little curlosltj 
that is well worth having. FRICE ONLY 25c Postpaid 



AND 
ballis 



MAGICIAN'S BOX OF TRICKS 

Apparatus and Directions for a Number of Mys- 

terioua Tricka, Enough for 
an Entire Evening's £100 
Entertainment a aa | i 

■sF" Anyone Can Do Them 

It ia great fun mystifying your 
friends. Get this Conjurer's Cabi- 
net, and you will be the clcver'st 
fello* in your district. It contains 
ths apparatus for too firat-ctnas 
'--hiding Tbe MAGIC 
D VASE TRICK (a 
___ iaplaced inside .and upon 
replacing the lid has disappearrd 
and ia found ineomcone else's pock- 
et ); Tbe ii I N DOO TRICK CARDS, 
(can be made to change completely 
no less than five time*); DIS- 
APPEARING COIN BOX (a coin, placed in the wooden box, vanishes 
entirely or changes into a coin ol another denomination); The GLASS GOB- 
LET TRICK (a coin is dropped into a ghvrs of water and when the water ia 
poured out the coin has vanished end ia found somen hero else): tho RIbllUN 
FACTORY i ROM THE MOUTH TRICK <a seemingly endless supply of 
colored paper ribbone comes out of your mouth); the DISAPPEARING 
HANDKLKCIIIKK (a handkerchief held in the hand mynlorioualy vaniahee) ; 
the WIZARD'S RINO COIN THICK; tho ENCHA.N I El) UoTTLE (no 
one but yourself b able to make it lay down) ; the GREAT HAT AND DICE 
TRICK (a large dire is placed on top of a hat, disappears, and ia found under- 
S**A h J£Jii.?? fBtJSSS to '"- , '«i the hat), and last, but not least, tbe CHEAT 
PHANTOM CARD TRICK, or two (mm five leaves nothing. Full in- 
structiona are sent for performing each trick. In addition to the above, a 
number of other fcata and illuiionsarefullyoiplained for which you can easfly 
make or procure the necessary apparatus. Price complete S1.QO onetonld 




BABY 
TANK 




By drawinK theTank backward, either with th 
>r over tbe floor or table and then placinir it uv-u 
jtwill crawl alone;, overcoming all obstacles, in the 
samoUfe-liko manner as the larverTank that proved 
o deadly in the trreat war. what makes it aTO la 
omowhat of a mystery, for there is no mechanlam 
.o wind tip aa is usually understood with mechanlcnl 
toys, yet this tankwillkeepplod<lirmalon(r ten timee 
lowrorthfin the ordinary run of toys. It will perform 
dozens of tbe moat wonderfulBtaoto.25cprepaid. 



ITCHING Powder 

This ia another good prac- 
tical joke! tho intense dia- 
comiiture of your victims to 
everyone ,but themselves Is 
thoroughly enjoyable. All 
that is neceansxy to Btart tho 
ball rolltnic ia to deposit a lit- 
tle of the powder on a per- 
son's hand and the powder 
can bo relied upon to do the 
rest. The result fa a vigorous scratch, then aomo 
inorencratch,BjidBtlll oomemore. lOchox 3boxes 
for 25c or 75c per dozen. Shinned by Expreea. 




ANARCHIST BOMBS 




One of these glass viali 
dropped in a room full o 
people will cause more con 
sternation th in a litubururr 
cheese. The *mel) entirely 
disappears in n shoittimc. 
10c. per Box, 3 Boxes 
for 25c, 75c per doz. 
Boxes, or 57.50 per 
gross Boxes. Shipped 
only by fcxprcaa. 



SNEEZING POWDER 

Place a very small a- 
rnount of this powder 
on tho back of year 
band and blow it Into 
tbe air, and evoryone In 
the room or car will be- 
ein to eneexe without 
knowing; tbe reason 
why. It ia most amaz- 
ing- to bear their re- 
marks, aa tbey never 
suspect the real source, bat think tbey have caught 
It one from another. Between the lauirhing and 
sneezing youyourself will be hevinsrtbo time of your 
life, im wxrtira. political mt€tinoa, car ridt*. or 
anyplnce at all where there is a fratherinsof people, 
it Ja the ereatftjok* out. Price 10e,3for25c, 
75c per dozen. Shipped by Express. 





COMICAL 

MOnO RINGS 

Lota of harm!. --..n fun and 
amusement weariiiH these 
rings. Made in platinoid 
finish (to resemble plati- 
num), with wording on 
enametoid. as illustrated. 
Price 25c ea. Postpaid 



Rubber Chewing 

Gum re £fc? tUk# * 

package ox 




chev- inif gnm 
and looks so 
al that it 
nls every- 
body. And no 
one of coorae 
suspects it la not genuine until they start to chew 
U. There's a world of fun in this rubber chewing- 
•rum. 6stickt.tothopacka(re. Price 10c Package; 
3 tor 25c; 12 for 75c, Postpaid. S Lamps taken. 



ADDRESS ORDERS FOR ALL GOODS ON THIS PAGE TO 

JOHNSON SMITH & CO. D ^ T Racine, Wis. 




make this your 
winter of 

SUPREME 
LOVELINESS 

through 

PRINCESS PAT 



Make-Up and Skin Care 
Are So Important 

Winter . . . cold, nipping winds, pastimes 
that take you in and out of doors . . . zest- 
ful, brimful days of shopping, of dances, of 
pleasure, but so hard upon your skin ... so 
disastrous to the very beauty upon which 
your social success and keenest enjoyment 
depends. 

And winter brings your beauty to closest 
inspection . . . places you under the brilliant 
lights of the ballroom . . . the contacts of 
your bridge game ... all the countless hours 
of indoor pleasures. Yet notice how different 
are the complexions you see — some beauti- 
fully soft and velvety, some roughened and 
hardly smoothed to a semblance of beauty. 
Just chance? Not likely, for the smart, 
sophisticated woman of today leaves noth- 
ing to chance. 

Princess Pat Beauty Aids Guard Your 
Skin and Give You Supreme Loveliness 

Just the soothing caress of Princess Pat 
powder helps wonderfully. Its famous 
almond base, of course, protects against 
winter's winds and cold. Not a bit like the 
usual powders of starch base. Instead of 
harshness — when the skin is drawn with 
cold — Princess Pat almond base powder 
gives smoothness and pliancy. It protects 
the pores. And when you go out of doors — 
go from hot to cold — there is not the same 
shock to your skin. 

Then there is Princess Pat Rouge. It, too, 
has a base of precious almond. "l is a further 
protection to your skin to use this most 
fashionable — and most flattering — of all 
rouges. You'll love Princess Pat Rouge, for 




no other rouge can possibly glorify your 
natural beauty as does Princess Pat. Why? 
Because no other rouge in all the world is 
composed of two distinct tones, perfectly 
blended into one by a very secret "duo- 
tone" process. Consequently — where old 
fashioned rouges are dull, flat and artificial, 
Princess Pat Rouge is-alive and glowing with 
more than natural beauty. Seven significant 
shades, including Summertan and Nite. 

Another (and very important) beauti- 
fying touch is Princess Pat Lip Rouge. It 
colors the inside surface of the lips, too, and 
is of such perfect consistency and such ideal 
color that the true Cupid bow lip is yours 
without fail. You cannot imagine — but 
must experience — the effect to know how 
beautiful your lips can be made. 

And, of course, creams! There are the 
three Princess Pat creams to keep your skin 
smooth and pliant during the most severe 
trials of winter weather. 



Lupe Velez, famous screen beauty, registers 
del iqht—ihc rouge is Princess Pat. At the left 
Lupe is seen applying Princess Pat Cream 
(skinfood). Her gesture very aptly suggests 
the caress of this maroelnus cream. 



Try the Seven Princess Pat 

Beauty Aids in Famous Week-End Set 

This is really an "acquaintance" set — enough of 
each preparation for thorough trial — enough for two 
weeks, if used with reasonable economy. And the 
beauty book sent with set contains information on 
skin care of real value — besides artful secrets of make 
up which vasUy enhance results from rouge, powder , 
and lip rouge. The set contains generous tubes of 
Ice Astringent, Skin Cleanser (the modern cold 
cream). Skin Food Cream, almond base powder, 
rouge and lip rouge. The charge of 25c helps pay for 
the packing of set in beautiful box, and postage. Our 
only other recompense is the opportunity to have 
you try Princess Pat beauty aids and learn their spe- 
cial virtues. We desire to sell only one set to a cus- 
tomer. And we respectfully urge your promptness. 



PRINCESS PAT 



PRINCESS PAT 



LTD 



CHICAGO 
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The very popular Princess Pat Week-End Set is offered 
for a limited time for thib coupon and 25c (coin). Only 
one to a customer. Set contains easily a month's supply 
of almond base powder and SIX other delightful Princess 
Pat preparations. Packed in a beautifully decorated 
boudoir box. Please act promptly. 




This 
Week 



SPECIAL 



PRINCESS PAT, Ltd. 

2709 S. Wells St., Dept. Ol-C Chicago. 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me the Princess Pat 
Week End Set. 

Name (print) 

Street «..»^.. . 

City and State 



k B. W. Cooke 
Directing 
Engineer 
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TrdinYou 



The World's biggest, 



•tart to Make 
Monwy Quick 
Uk« Mo rr Is ton 

M. J. Morriston, Parkers- 
burg.W.Va. (photo at right) 
never had a day's experience 
on cars before starting my 
training. Read what he says 
when less than half-way 
through his "JOB-WAY" 
course. "What I have al- 
ready learned is worth over 
$500 to me. I have gone into 
business and I'm making 
over $50 a week clear, with 
wonderful prospects." And 
what Mr. Morriston and 
hundreds of others have 
done I wilt help you to dol 




most fascinating business needs you! 



You needn't slave away at small wages another 
minute — mail coupon and I'll tell you how I train 
you at home in your spare time for positions paying 
up to S1S0 a week. Unlimited opportunities for 
trained Electrical and Mechanical Auto Experts, 
l-et me show you how my "JOB-WAY" training 
has prepared hundreds of men just like yourself 
for a quick, brilliant success in the Auto business. 

Earn Up to $150 a Week! 

Don't sell your time for low pay! You don't need to 
when you have my "JOB-WAY" training. As 
Directing Engineer of this Institution I know what 
training you need to succeed, AND I GIVE YOU 
THAT TRAINING right in your own home. MAS- 
TER every branch of Auto, Track and Tractor work. 

I train you with JOBS — not books. I bring the 
original "JOB-WAY" training TO YOUR HOME! 

Read My 

Agreement! 

Ten agreements in ray 
big free Auto book. 
No. 1 is "I will refund 
every cent of your 
money if after receiv- 
ing my training you are 
not absolutely satisfied." 
This and nine other 
wonderful agreements 
make my JOB-WAY" 
course the training for 
you I Be sure to get my 
book and read all ten 
agreements. 

Address Me 



Experience, Education 
Not Needed! 

I don't care how little schooling 
you have, I will train you to be- 
come an Auto Mechanic or re- 
fund your money! Boys and 
men of all ages have become 
Garage owners and managers. 
Superintendents, Foremen, Auto 
Experts, BIG PAY executives, 
after completing Cooke "JOB- 
WAY" training. I prove to you 
that I will prepare you to take 
advantage of the many wonder- 
ful opportunities of the great auto 
businessl 

B. W. COOKE 



No Other "JOB-WAY" Training! 

My training includes ALL Electrical work 
— Ignition, Starting, Lighting — ALL Me- 
chanical end, Welding, Brazing, Vulcaniz- 
ing — also Business Course — also Monthly 
Magazine, also 3 Testing 
and Repair Outfits. No- 
where else I know of, 
can you (jet ALL this! 
Seven Billion dollars 
spent each year to re- 
pair 25 Million Autos, 
Trucks, Tractors — It's 
the world's biggest busi- 
ness. Amazing money 

opportunities t v s i y- 

where for trained men. 
My Employment Serv- 
ice helps you to big jobs 
and I help yon to get into 
business for yourself. 



AVIATION 

TRAINING FREE 
of extra eost 

Coupon brings full 
details of complete 
Aviation Training, I 
am offering FREE of 
extra charge. Send 
it now. 




Get My Big Book 
Quick! 

I will send it to you without 
one penny of cost. Read all 
the facts, find out about the 
demand for trained Auto Ex- 
perts. Let me tell you how 
easily and quickly you, too. 
may become an Auto Expert. 
Splendid offer right now to 
ambitious men. Coupon | 
brings complete information. 
Mail it today! 

DIRECTING 
ENGINEER 



Personally 

MOTOR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA 

Formerly the Chicago Motor Training Corporation 

Motor Institute Bldg.. Dept. 3441 Evanston, III. 



TTlailthe Coupon— 



Free Auto Book 

B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer 
MOTOR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA 

ripnr 1AA1 Molar Institute Bids, 
vepi. EVANSTON. ILLINOIS 

Send me FREE your Big Auto Book. "Auto Facts" and 
proof that you will train me in spare time at home. 
Also details of AVIATION C ourse Offer. Also reserve 
3 Testing and Repair Outfits without obligating me. 

Name - . 

Address 



City State. 

Age Occupation 



